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First Contact was never easy. A thousand different things could go wrong when two cultures 
collided. Just imagining the scenarios could make one's head spin. Especially if done without 
extensive research and, well, snooping. And the power imbalances if the technology was more 
advanced one way or another? Don't get Marinette started! It's why she joined Hephaestus! 


Tikki laid a set of earrings on the table between them, "Thanks to the body we recovered, we have 
a decent idea of what their vocal chords might sound like." 


"And the holo-guise tech is in the earrings too?" Marinette asked. 

"Yes, and they should be resistant to most weather conditions," Tikki nodded. 
"Excellent." 

"Ready for your trip?" 


"Yes ma'am." 
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; ‘ae Weeks spent in a relatively small space shuttle had 
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ae Marinette ready to scramble out as soon as she landed. 
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= PÅ Tikki, put on and activated the earrings, and took a 
SR "ES: reading of the world's atmosphere. 
It was in an acceptable margin for human survival. Time to explore! 


As Marinette exited the shuttle, she had to blink in the sunlight. Beams of 
light shone through- were those purple trees!? 


After taking some quick samples, she turned toward what appeared to be a city of wood and stone. 
Excitement filled her and she straightened her back. Time to do the real part of her job. 


Marinette had been very careful not to interact with anyone. Which is why she jumped when she 
bumped into someone. She had an apology ready as she turned and found the most vibrant green 
eyes she'd ever seen looking back at her. All words fled. 

"I'm so sorry, are you okay?" He asked, his ears pressed back against his head in concern. 

"Oh! Y-yes! I'm so sorry!" Marinette stammered. 

He smiled, all crooked and unreasonably charming, "I take it you're not from around here?" 


"Uh, i-it is my first time visiting this city," she admitted. 


| "Well, I'm Adrien, and I'd be happy to show you around, Miss?" Adrien canted his head, eyes 
MM filled with amused curiosity. 


"Pr-princess. I'm called Princess," Marinette answered, "And that'd be very kind of you." 
"Of course, Purrincess," Adrien offered his arm. 
Marinette swallowed, smiled and took his arm, “Thank you, Adrien.” 


And that was all it took for him to beam and take her around the city, explaining its 
history with a passion and charm that made her grin too. 
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“And that’s why the palace ballroom is made of the common purple wood,” Adrien finished. 


“Wow, that’s amazing,” Marinette laughed. She gestured at her plate, “And thank you for the 
meal, Adrien, it was delicious.” 


“But Purrincess, you’re the one who honored me by sharing your time,” he purred. 
“Well, you made it easy to share,” she smiled. 
“There you are!” A voice said. 
Adrien jumped to his feet, expression changed to bashful, “Oh, hey Uncle Plagg.” 
SEN RS f "Kid, could you at least tell me when you're going out?" Plagg sighed, looking more amused than 


anything. Which was interesting, given the fineness of his clothing. Plagg turned green eyes on 
Marinette, "And who's this?" 


"Oh, this is Princess. She's visiting our city for the first time, so I was showing her around," Adrien 
| smiled. 


Marinette slow-blinked like she'd seen others do in greeting, "It's a pleasure to meet you, sir." 


= "I assume that you don't have a place to stay, Princess," Plagg raised a brow. 


"I'm sure I could find somewhere," Marinette laughed. 


Adrien looked ready to object but Plagg spoke first, "Nonsense. You'll stay with us. Let's get you 
i settled, shall we?" 


"Oh, uh, okay. Thank you," Marinette jumped up to follow. 
@ And less than five minutes later, Marinette understood her mistake. 


"Majesty," The palace guards greeted as Plagg passed them. 
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Of all the incredibly embarrassing or ridiculous or clumsy things 
Marinette had done, meet-cute-ing a different species' scion and ending 
up living in his castle was pretty bad. And Regent Plagg had an eye on 
her as much as possible. Which was making exploring as much as she 
wanted to more difficult. 


On the other hand, the library was insanely useful. And 
getting to know Adrien was... a benefit. 


"So, do you actually want to be sovereign?" Marinette asked after a long 
afternoon of conversing with him about anything and everything under the sun. 


"Uh, not really," Adrien scratched the back of his neck, "But I do want to help 


my people as much as possible and I think it's getting a little late to hope Plagg's 
gonna end up having kids." 


"Is that why you spend so much time in the city? To befriend the people?" Marinette asked. 
"Well, that's part of it," he laughed. 
Marinette bumped their shoulders with a sympathetic smile. She may not know exactly what 


might have happened but she didn't have to, right? Besides, Adrien's answering smile was 
enough. 


Adrien wasn’t really a person who grew suspicious of others. In fact, Plagg had often called him 
Scion Oblivious. But there was something about Princess that felt... not wrong, but... alien 
somehow? 


She was so eagerly curious and earnestly kind and her eyes always shimmered with her emotions. 
Wait. Her eyes. Princess’s eyes were a shade of blue he’d never seen before. They somehow both 
drew him in and made him suspicious. The shade was not that of any flora or fauna that he knew 
of. And then, there was her accent. Her half-answers. 


As he turned to Max, he knew something of his suspicion was right. He sighed, "There's 
something up with her, isn't there?" 


"Well," Max adjusted his glasses, "Markov ran her accent through our databases of those known 
and found no matches." 


"What's your hypothesis then?" Adrien crossed his arms. 
"You're not going to believe me," Max frowned. 


"Try me." 
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Marinette had been at the castle for three weeks, learning and exploring and being as not- 
suspicious as possible. She stuck to the library mostly but- 


"Hey Purrincess, it's Free Day! Let's go out!" Adrien grinned, offering his hand. 

Just like clockwork. Marinette smiled and took it, "Lead the way." 

As they headed out into the city, chatting happily, Marinette couldn't help but feel a sense of 
foreboding. They passed several of their usual stops and the feeling burrowed itself into her 
stomach. After a strange turn or two, Adrien grinned mischievously and led her down an 
alley."I've got this spot just a bit outside the walls that I think you'll love!" Adrien beamed. 
Something about his smile felt off. 


"Uh, but wouldn't Plagg be upset if he found out?" Marinette frowned down at her hands. He took 
her hands, leading her eyes back to his. 


"What he doesn't know can't hurt him, right? Besides, you wouldn't tell him, would you," 
Adrien's eyes cut into her, like he knew who - no, what - she really was, "Princess?" 


"O-of course not," Marinette stammered. Her hand reached toward her ear, her real ear, before 
aborting and brushing her bangs from her face. 


Adrien climbed to the top of the wall and offered his hand, "Then c'mon." 
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"Whoa, that wasn't here last time!" Adrien gasped, in awe d the shuttle. 
"Then we should head back," she suggested nervously. 


"C'mon, Princess! This could be First Contact with a whole other species!" He grinned, 
excitement plastered on his face. 


"Isn't that a good reason to go back and tell your uncle? What if they're hostile? What if they have 
no way of communicating with us? There's really so many ways that 


situation could go wrong!" Marinette exclaimed. 


"It'll be fine! Max gave me a prototype universal translator I've been dying to 
try!" Adrien declared as he entered the shuttle, Marinette on his tail. 


A computerized voice spoke as she entered, "Welcome back, 
Marinette. It has been twenty days since you left." 


"Marinette? Cute name," Adrien muttered, moving further into the 
shuttle, "Twenty days is a long time though." 


"Yes, but we really shouldn't touch anything!" She chased after him, "They 


could carry diseases that are fatal that your immune system would have no 
idea how to defend against!" 


Adrien ignored her, picking up the family photo she'd brought along. His brow furrowed, "Huh." 


"Adrien, please!" Marinette tugged on his sleeve. 


He turned toward her and stiffened, eyes on something above her head. He closed his eyes, took a 
deep breath and looked at her fully, "And what exactly was your exit strategy... Marinette?" 
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I can do this, Marinette told herself as she sorted utensils: measuring cup, measuring spoon, kitchen scale, 
mixing bowl. 


He's my friend. Ingredients: honey, cinnamon, sugar, flour, baking powder, butter. 
He's my friend and he asked for my help. 

“Okay Adrien, let’s get started!” 

He beamed at her and stepped up to the counter with a bounce. 

“Whatever you say, professeur! So how do we do this?” 

“Step by step,” Marinette said, wagging a finger, “and step one is measurements.” 


He nodded, leaning forward; Marinette felt her skin flush at the proximity, showing him the steps and fighting 
to ignore how her heart fluttered when she leaned on him to show him how to position the cookie cutter. 


What have I gotten myself into? 


“Is something the matter, Marinette?” 


Kagami's blunt question jerked Marinette from her reverie, and she shot her friend an apologetic look. They 
were out for one of their orange juice dates; Kagami, feeling daring, had gotten Orangina instead and Marinette 
had been laughing at the way she wrinkled her nose at the subtle fizz until thoughts of the upcoming baking 
lesson captured her. 


“I—sorry, Kagami. It’s just, with the cookies and—” 


She clamped her hands over her mouth, eyes wide. Kagami was looking at her with a birdlike tilt of her head, 
and Marinette groaned. 


“You weren’t supposed to hear that.” 


“I surmised as much,” Kagami said. “Cookies aren't unusual for you, but your reaction is very... telling.” She 
smiled faintly. “So, what aren't you telling me?” 


Marinette flopped back in her chair with hands over her face. 
“Adrien asked me to teach him to bake cookies to surprise the girl he loves, and....” 


Marinette paused, shame buzzing in her ears, and lowered her hands to peek at Kagami. To her surprise her 
friend looked amused rather than annoyed as she sipped her drink. 


“I’m sorry, Kagami, I know I should be trying to move past this because you're both my friends and I want you 
both to be happy and now I ruined your surprise because I’m moping like a dummy and I can’t believe I” 


Marinette", Kagami laughed, “the cookies aren't for me.” 
“But... he said...” 
“Did he say my name?” 


“Well, I...no but aren't you...?” 


“I care greatly for Adrien, but there's little spark.” Kagami stirred her drink with her straw. “Isolated as we are, 
we're only beginning to learn how to sort out different types of feelings, and what we feel for each other is 
friendship. Not romance.” 


“Just a friend, huh?” Marinette mumbled. “Yeah, I’ve gotten that too.” 


“And having heard that, Marinette, I think you should remember what I just said about having trouble 
determining what type of feeling is present.” 


Marinette blinked as she took in Kagami’s knowing smile. 
“But—I’m just a friend!” 
“Remember how hard you clung to that thought in the future.” 


She downed the rest of her drink and sneezed at the bubbles; Marinette laughed, and the rest of the afternoon 
passed in a haze of friendly warmth. 


“Tell me about this girl?” 

Adrien chuckled at the question, focussed on the madeleine pan he was brushing butter into. 

“That’s a small question with a big answer.” 

“T thought it might be,” Marinette said. “I mean... Kagami seems to think this is a pretty big deal, so....” 
“Kagami huh.” Adrien sighed. “Guess I really wasn’t fair to her, was I?” 

He’d paused his brushing, frowning; Marinette laid a hand over his. 


“She doesn’t blame you.” She gave his hand a squeeze. “She said... you two... have trouble sorting out 
feelings. Because... because of....” 


Adrien gave her a surprised look; Marinette jerked back. 


“I mean—! That's not a bad thing! It’s confusing already when you've been out with people your whole life, 
I’m confused all the time too so it’s not surprising that—” She cut off, waving her hands. “I’m not trying to put 
you down or—!” 


He laughed and went back to brushing. 


“I know you're not trying to be mean. And it’s not a bad analysis.” He started spooning batter into the pan. “But 
this girl... I loved her immediately. I’m sure of that.” 


The madeleines went into the oven; Adrien’s smile turning rueful. 
“She just wants — needs — friendship. So instead of a romantic gift, these are between friends I guess, and a 
promise. That even though moving on didn’t work out, Ill wait, and not be afraid to move on if my heart ever 


really wants to.” 


Marinette sighed, hands clasped over her heart. 


“That’s... really sweet. She’s crazy to turn you down, but still.” 
He laughed again. 


“The heart wants what it wants. I don’t blame her.” He dipped his finger in spilled flour and dabbed it on 
Marinette’s nose. “Let’s get this cleaned up, okay?” 


The ingredients were cleared away, and the madeleines came out of the oven to be settled in a pretty little red, 
black and blue box Adrien had bought for the occasion. 


“Well,” she said, “the first batch you’ve made all on your own! Better hurry and give them to her.” 
“Yeah,” Adrien nodded, eyes soft. “And this last one is yours. Thanks for everything, Mari.” 
He headed out, and Marinette slowly ate the last madeleine as he went. 


“It’s good,” she said, vision blurring as Tikki floated up out of hiding; she slowly finished the cookie as Tikki 
nestled into her collar. 


“Marinette—” 
“I’m fine. We're gonna be late to meet Chat.” 
“I’m sure he’d understand if—” 


“Don’t worry, Tikki. Spots on.” 


“Good evening, My Lady!” 


Chat’s boisterous greeting brought a smile to her face in spite of everything as he plopped down beside her, feet 
swinging over the edge of the rooftop. 


“Hey, Chat.” 
His ears twitched; of course he’d never miss the hoarseness in her voice even if she’d scrubbed tears away. 


“Ladybug.” His voice was so tender it nearly brought fresh tears as he held his hand just shy of cupping her 
cheek; she leaned into it, eyes closing. “What is it?” 


“It’s... nothing. So, uh... Sunday’s not usually a patrol night, so why—” 


“Come on.” He brushed his thumb over her cheek. “It’s not. You can leave out any revealing information, 
but... talking might help?” 


“It’s just... a boy.” 


“Oh.” Chat withdrew his hand to fold both in his lap. “Tell me?” 


“It’s stupid. We're friends.” She laughed weakly. “Such good friends that... that he asked me to help him with 
something for the girl he loves. A few weeks ago.” 


Chat was motionless beside her; Ladybug glanced at him, taking in his wide, soft eyes, and shrugged. 

“I bake. He had me teach him... he made a batch all by himself today.” She smiled, gaze drifting over the city. 
“And he’s so sweet, he always looks out for and helps everyone so I decided to help him too. I just want him to 
be happy, and he’s probably giving her the madeleines right now and I hope she sees how good he is and I... 
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“You’re wonderful.” 


She looked up at Chat’s interruption; he scooted closer, his face so soft and love-struck she thought she might 
cry over that too. 


“Never mind how good he is, My Lady, you’re... amazing, and I... I have to be honest with you.” Chat took a 
deep breath. “The reason I asked you to come out is... I know who you are.” 


She gasped, heart freezing in her chest. 


“At least... I think I do. My evidence is behind you, and it”Il give me away too. So... you can look... or not. 
That’s up to you... and... we’ll figure everything out either way.” 


He smiled and then leaped off to the next rooftop. Ladybug stared after him, heart pounding. 


He knows? 

Should she look? Find him out too? 

I’m the Guardian now. I get to decide. 

A deep, steadying breath and she turned. A few feet away, was a red, black, and blue box. 
It couldn t be. 

She opened the box and sat heavily, staring at the still-warm madeleines inside. 

Freshly baked. All on his own. 

For her. 

“Ch-Chat...!” 


She leaped to pursue him to the next roof, and the next; on the third she found him standing still, and nearly 
crashed into him as she slid to a stop. 


“Chat... Chat, you're....” 
“Go on,” he said, eyes bright, and Ladybug took another steadying breath. 


“Adrien.” 


“Yeah.” He laughed nervously. “I fibbed a little. I called you out to give you those, but then you talked about 
them, and then I figured it out. But if I told you that was the giveaway you’d know whether I told you or not 
and I wanted you to decide so....” 


“Adrien.” 

Chat grinned, head tilting. 

“Marinette.” 

“Uh huh.” She nodded, bringing the box up to hide her face. “Oh my god, Adrien, I can’t believe—oh my god 
I’ve been turning you down because I’m in love with you!” Marinette giggled, tinged with panic. “And I was 
starting to like Chat and trying to decide what that meant because I love you but you’re also you, so of course 
that’s... that’s...” 

He pushed the box down so he could see her face. 


“So... you like me?” 


He waggled his eyebrows and Marinette giggled, nodding. 


“The cookies worked after all.” 


She giggled again, reaching out to shove at his face, and he laughed with her as he gently caught hold of her 
wrist. 


“Could I maybe... kiss you?” 


Marinette melted, smiling up at him. 
“Td like that.” 


He beamed and leaned down, and she bobbed up on tiptoe to meet him in a kiss: warm and sweet as a 
madeleine. 
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Marinette was afraid to open her eyes again, her heart was pounding so hard against her ribcage she feared he 
would be able to hear it. So she stayed there with the hopes he would leave soon and become tired of waiting 
for her. Her pretty silky hair was loose, and the wind had not missed the opportunity to play with it. Her blue 
eyes were watering and her lips remained shut tightly. She wished the earth could swallow her and hide her 
forever but that wasn't about to happen any minute now. 


Master Fu had said it would have to happen one day, but she felt like she was not ready. Many thoughts were 
on her mind, and that meant too many emotions to bear. She was so young, and she did not deserve this! 


But isn't this what you love? She thought to herself as the day got colder and colder by the minute while at the 
same time she stood on the top of the Statue of Liberty with Chat Noir’s back against her own. His puns and 
not funny jokes, saving people every day and as a reward getting to observe them through their lit up windows 
at night sitting on the Eiffel Tower with Chat? Defeating villains and then setting free a beautiful white 
butterfly? 


She frowned. For she hadn't done all of what was mentioned before in what seemed an eternity, Hawk Moth 
had disappeared without a single trace almost a year ago, and as a result, Paris no longer needed to be saved. 
People started calling the firemen when their cats refused to come down from a tree, or when the banks were 
threatened it was the police who attended the crime scene. It even reached the point where the press had 
bagan to call them unsupervised children, and she was sure it was only a matter of time so that the French 
authorities demanded their miraculous. 


Marinette had thought that New York would give her the peace and time to find herself in order to heal her 
scars which went unnoticed by everyone around her, those scars marked her skin, caused by pressure at her 
design school and the occasional interviews. 


Her ringing phone in the middle of the night: magazines that were looking forward to a preview on her latest 
plans for the fashion show here in the states, well, here they had all the material they needed. She could 
already see the headlines in her mind; “Young mysterious girl faces imminent danger in the top of the 
Statue of Liberty” or perhaps a “Chat Noir and Ladybug missing as two teenagers face danger in NY”. 


Yes, she had also given up on Ladybug a long time ago, unlike Chat who kept searching for the vestiges of 
the life he had once lived. But this was real life, and he refused to leave that behind. Herself on the other hand 
had been much prepared for this change, or so she thought. She remembered what had happened before all the 
helicopters flying around her while at the same time, the rain began to pour. 
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A spiral of smoke escaped through the tracks of the train and embraced Audrey’s figure, which, to be honest 
frightened Marinette a bit. I mean, sure she was Ladybug and fought many villains back in the day, but 
Audrey here had been one rebel akuma to deal with - add to that the fact that she loves to make an entrance 
whenever she has the chance. 

Marinette was finally able to catch her breath and whispered underneath her breath “sorry ma’am” quietly as 
she entered the wagon following Audrey. 

As she expected, the fashion designer gave her speech on the importance of punctuality, but unfortunately she 
wasn't able to pay attention much longer due to the view in front of her: The Startrain had gone through an 
extreme makeover for its most recent route. 


“Why do you have that look on your face?” You couldn't have possibly thought you were going to stay in this 
city for the rest of your life!” Audrey sighed. “These generations have the world in the palm of their hand, 
there is so much more left to explore!” 


She proceeded to take a magazine from the table between them and began flipping through it, occasionally 
mumbling about how weird the fashion in America was which made Marinette even more intrigued. What 
was so different from Paris to make Audrey Bourgeois gnash her teeth? 


Marinette resisted the temptation of grabbing one of those American magazines herself, but she wanted to see 
everything with her very own eyes first. 


This next part of the story was still hard for Marinette to overcome, it didn’t seem real. 


Everything had happened way too fast. The flashes from the paparazzi’s cameras that had gathered outside her 
hotel shone like the red capet under her heels was decorated with last-minute white and gold flowers that 
Audrey had ordered just so that it matched Marinette’s brand. 


“Every little detail counts dear,” she had said as Chloe scoffed and turned around, heading to the backstage. 


Then came Adrien who eventually found his way towards his best friend. The blond excused himself from his 
assistant and bodyguard, not without stealing a few glances from various attendants to the show who gasped 
and chuckled at how the most famous model in Paris was just posing next to the most successful fashion 
designer, or at least that’s what they saw. Little did they know she looked after them while they slept. 


“Hey, Marinette,” he said as cheerful as always while smiling at the cameras. 

She smiled at him. Adrien laughed softly and Marinette felt Chloe’s gaze on her neck as sharp as a knife. 
Sometimes she found it hard to believe the poor girl still had eyes for Adrien after this much time, but 
considering she had turned her back on Ladybug, anything was possible. 

Despite the trust they had between them, neither of them pointed out that Kagami hadn’t been able to join 
them. From what they had heard she had given up her place for a special guest, but who could possibly be 


more important than the most famous fencer of Paris? 


The answer would come soon enough when Nathalie announced the arrival of Miss Lila Rossi, who came on 
behalf of Gabriel Agreste, who had also been missing for a year. 


The spotlight suddenly focused on her, and so did the paparazzi. That was more than enough to set Adrien off, 
his arm which had been wrapped around Marinette’s shoulder let go of her. 


**Adrien!”’ Marinette exclaimed, running after him. 
5 g 


She knew that he was trying to hide his feelings, for she had seen him doing that before. He desperately tried 
to put on mask, which is one of the reasons she would hate if he had one. 


“I know a place that calms me down.” 
Those were the words that had led them to the Statue of Liberty, so they sailed the distance that had to be 
covered to reach her, holding hands, Marinette thought that no one could ruin their moment, not even Lila 


who was far away surely dealing with Chloe. 


They bought the tickets for the access to the crown without getting recognized, and as they climbed the stairs 
giggling like little children, they found happiness for only for a few minutes. 


“Take them!” Lila ordered as she displayed the miraculous in front of them both. 
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They kept their eyes shut, and when Marinette came across the familiar smooth surface of her earrings she 
knew. She stopped breathing. “Transform!” she yelled. 


A green and pink blinding light escaped from the crown, lighting up the entire city more than it already was. 
Witnesses said it was as if a supernova had crashed into Earth. 


Marinette couldn't resist any longer, she opened her eyes. 
“A-Adrien?” 
“Marinette?” 


After all these years, they had been right in front of each other without knowing. Two soulmates finally 
found each other. 
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If we ever have a 
close call like this again... 


could you tell 
Adrien 


l love him? 
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MY LADY... 


I HAVE A 
kd QUESTION. 


MY KWAMI ONCE TOLD ME OUR SUIT 
DESIGNS ARE WHAT WE WANT DEEP DOWN. 


… YOU 
HAVEN'T 


SINCE YOU'RE A LADYBUG, WHY DON'T 
YOU HAVE WINGS, OR ANTENNAE? 


I KEPT THESE OFF MY 
COSTUME OUT OF MERCY. 


@PKFREE ZERBURN 
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AW DUDE, LOOK WHO JUST 
LANDED ON MY FINGER! 


NO, BUT... 
HAVEN'T YOU 
HEARD? 


LADYBUG WINGS 
CAN CUT 
THROUGH FLESH, 
AND THE POISON 
ON THEIR 
ANTENNAE 
CAN KILL A 
HUNDRED 

PEOPLE! 


I DON'T THINK 
THAT'S TRUE... 
YES IT IS’ 


Wayi 


dk 


THERE'S ONLY ONE DWEEB OUT 
THERE THAT WOULD BELIEVE THAT. 
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There was a time when Gabriel Agreste was actually a happy man. He’d had a loving family, a dutiful son, a 
beautiful home, a handful of friends, and a wonderful career. 


Time changes things. 


His wife was gone. His son... a shadow of himself. His home felt empty. His friends dwindled down to at 
best three. His career was going up in flames and he could not even put forth the effort to stop it. 


Where did it all go so wrong? It was those dastardly talismans that he and his wife found on their journey to 
Tibet. His wife, his sweet Emilie, loved them so dearly that of course Gabriel (the young love-struck fool that 
he was) bought them for her, without hesitation. If he could turn back time he would, breaking his wife’s heart 
in the process only so that she could still be with him. 


There were times where he wanted to throw them away, but then Nathalie stumbled over a book being 
brought to an auction with unfamiliar writing but familiar images stamped into the covering. His heart had 
skipped a beat and Hawkmoth was brought to life. If only he could find the Ladybug and Black Cat 
Miraculous, his perfect life would become a reality again! 


Gabriel was always... careful. About Hawkmoth, about how much he told Adrien, about every aspect of his 
life now. Even though Adrien was a dutiful son, and wouldn’t be nosey unless asked of him, Gabriel wanted 
to be sure. Adrien, was getting more rebellious, or needy, as he spent time at... school... with friends. 


Though this fateful day, he wasn’t careful enough. 

As usual, the Parisian winter sky was gray, waiting to decide if it was going to snow or rain that day. Gabriel 
had been out of the house, for once, as he needed to make an appearance at the launch of his fashion line that 
was (unfortunately) majority age and up only, meaning Adrien couldn’t represent the brand for him in his 


stead. 


It was unusual for Gabriel to be in public without Adrien and even more unusual for Adrien to potentially be 
home alone. 


Nathalie even offered to stay and use the tablets to communicate, but Gabriel insisted he required her 
assistance directly. They also couldn’t hire another chauffeur to drive them. That would look indecent. 
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“I can just stay home, by myself.” Adrien spoke up then, interrupting Gabriel and Nathalie’s discussion. “I 
promise I won't be a bother, and that I won’t touch or break anything. I'll just stay in my room like...” He 
balled his fists and sighed, ”I always do.” 


The innocent look in his son’s green eyes hurt too much to look at, because it reminded him of Emilie, and 
because he knew Adrien was lying. 


“Fine,” Gabriel conceded, his shoulders remaining stiff, surprising both Adrien and Nathalie. “You can stay. 
Return after your outing with Kagami and remain in your room for the night.” 


Adrien had thought that was the end of it, that he got off scott-free. If he thought it was too good to be true, 
it’s because it was. 


Ty 


“Act like I’m not here.” Plagg said once Adrien entered his room, his date with Kagami over.The hairs on the 
back of his neck stiffened but he didn’t acknowledge the little Kwami. Adrien immediately sat down at his 
computer, put on some cat ear headphones, and opened up a call with himself. 

“Hey man, what did I miss?” Adrien spoke into the computer while opening up a game. 

“They installed cameras all over the house. There are a few blind spots from what I can find but we need to 
be careful,” Plagg said quickly, hovering right behind Adrien. Adrien nodded after a moment as he went 
through the tasks of checking his supplies in game. 

“Weird. I wonder why that happened.” 


Plagg shrugged at him. “Beats me. Extra paranoid to leave you alone I guess?” Plagg had paused for a 
moment as something crossed his mind. “I may not be able to be caught on camera, but Chat Noir sure is.” 


Adrien frowned at his screen then. “Man that sucks, you really have to go already to look for cameras?” 


Plagg stared at Adrien for a moment, blinking his eyes before Adrien’s words began to make sense. 
“Ooooooh. Fine, ok but I want some payment for this.” 


“Don’t forget to take your phone and take pictures or videos so you can compare them later. It’s all about the 
angle, ya know?” 


Plagg huffed before flying away to one of the top corners of Adrien’s room. 
‘Cameras, huh? Why did Father need to put up cameras...?’ 


Plagg was gone for awhile, and till his return Adrien focused on doing minor things in his game like fishing, 
mining, and killing enemies that spawned nearby. 


After a while Plagg returned. Adrien paused his game to open a chat room with himself and he started typing 
in it. 
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Any luck? 


Plagg nodded. “There seems to be cameras around every corner. I found the main server room; it looks like it. 
It’s just...” Plagg paused. “I found something even weirder.” 


Adrien started to type again. At that moment Plagg opened his mouth completely and a small butterfly with 
stark white wings slowly emerged. Adrien paused, his body tensed as his eyes widened, he felt like ice was 
flooding his veins. 

His fingers trembled as he started typing again, the weight of the ring on his finger seeming ten-fold now. 


That can’t be what I think it is. 


The butterfly crawled on the desk where Plagg had let it go, and Adrien watched it with wary eyes and a 
sinking heart. 


“It gets worse: there seems to be a whole pavilion down there.” 
Adrien began typing again, his eyes not leaving the insect as it moved its antennas along the desk. 
Down where? 


Plagg looked at Adrien, eye brows pinched in confusion. “There’s a whole area of your house that you don’t 
even know about?” 


Adrien back spaced in his chat bar, watching the blinking space as it indicated him to type. 
But his fingers were trembling. 


The little white butterfly sat on his desk, mocking him. Either a warning or an omen, Adrien was no longer 
sure. 


“You don’t have any cameras in your bathroom.” Plagg said from next to him, Adrien refused to look at his 
little Kawmi. Refused to lift his head while he walked to his bathroom. 


Once the door to the bathroom was securely shut he breathed a shuddering sigh, trying to gather his thoughts. 
“Were... were there cameras, where the butterflies were?” He asked weakly, not sure which answer he was 
hoping for. 


“No, I didn’t see any.” Plagg shrugged his shoulders. Adrien closed his eyes tightly, willing his heart and 
mind to slow down. 


“What about on the way there? How do I get there?” 


Plagg tapped his little chin, humming as he thought. 
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“I came out in your dad’s office, in front of the portrait of your mom. It looks like a secret elevator.” 
“So I can’t get in--” 


“What if we asked Ladybug for help?” Plagg brought up, “I could bring down the cameras for a short while, 
she could figure out how to get the elevator, and you both go to the butterflies?” 


Adrien paused, his face expressionless while his heart beat thrummed in his ears. He sighed, reciting the only 
two words that made sense right now. 


“Plagg, Claws Out!” 
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Waiting for Ladybug to arrive was nerve-wracking. Adrien waited, pacing back and forth in front of the open 
window just waiting for the familiar flash of red along with the whirring sound of her yo-yo. Vividly he 
remembered her stuttering and blushing face when Chat Noir asked her to meet Adrien in his bathroom 
immediately 


Ladybug arrived finally, flying through the open window, tucking into a somersault on the ground and rolling 
back on to her feet. She stood waiting and ready, chest puffed out and shoulders squared. She was a calming 
presence in Adrien’s upside down world. 


“Adrien, are you ok? Chat Noir told me you needed help.” She tried to keep her voice level, playing the part 
of the superhero that she was-- but he could still hear the concern in her voice. 


Adrien nodded, his face hardening. “Ladybug, I need your help solving a puzzle. Unlocking it might solve a 
lot of our- your problems.” 


She faltered in her stance as she peered at him with concern, but his posture was rigid and unchanging. “Of 
course Ill help you,” she replied gently. Placing her yo-yo in her waist belt. 


“It’s in Father’s study, but he has cameras all over the house. I have... a way to get the cameras down, I just 
don’t know how to unlock the puzzle, and-” Adrien rubbed the back of his neck, a light blush coating his 


cheeks, "you're the best person I know of when it comes to solving puzzles.” 


He didn’t recognize the expression on her face, but he saw a light flush of color to her cheeks before she 
turned her face away from him. 


“Alright,” Adrien said after a moment as he checked his phone. “The cameras should be down in a minute, 
PII lead us to my father’s study and where the puzzle is. Apparently it’s a part of a portrait of my mother, and 
in front of it is an elevator that--” he paused, looking at the ground with tight fists at his side. “An elevator 
that goes beneath my house.” 

She leveled him with a stare; concerned blue eyes met with sad green, and she nodded slowly. 


“Lead the way.” 
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It wasn’t nearly as difficult as he thought it would be to get to his father’s study, or for Ladybug to figure out 
the puzzle as Adrien initially thought it would be. Ladybug had pointed out parts of his mother’s painting 
were shinier than others, because of skin oil residue and it made him glad that Plagg had brought her up. 


The elevator ride down aged Adrien just by stress alone; a large room opened up in front of them with a 
singular walk way, and at the end was a garden flourishing with life. 


With white butterflies. 


“Adrien?” Ladybug’s voice was soft as she called out for him, but he was moving on his own accord as soon 
as the elevator stopped at the bottom. All the noises in the room fell away to him, blocked by the thoughts 
running through his mind and the heartbeat thrumming in his ears. 


White butterflies, just like purified versions of the Akumas that they have fought, and caught, and released 
countless times before, fluttered against bushes and flowers and trees. They surrounded a capsule in the center 
of the garden. 


A woman appearing to be sleeping peacefully, with soft golden hair in a gentle braid over her shoulder was 
placed in the capsule-- and Adrien knew that under her closed eyelids were green eyes. 


He collapsed at the edge of the garden, knowing he was forbidden from going in. The garden of Eden 
beckoned him in further, and yet it was a garden he couldn’t bear to taint. 


“Adrien, what is this?” Ladybug came to stand behind him, squeezing his shoulder to either comfort him or 
steady herself. Uncertainty and fear laced her voice but he couldn’t focus on that. He only knew one thing, 


and it wasn’t the tears falling or his voice breaking. 


“You were right, My Lady. My dad is Hawkmoth.” 
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Story by: goldgalaxytea 
Art by: Nanoko_Aishino 


It started off as just another fight with an akumatized villain atop the roofs of Paris. Today's akuma was 
Controller, a red monochromatic person with the ability to control others by blasting them with a red beam of 
light. Due to the dangerous nature of the akuma's power, Ladybug and Viperion were tasked with taking them 
down while Chat Noir and the other heroes kept the civilians under the akuma’s control at bay. It would be a 
much easier fight if they didn’t have to worry about battling an army while also keeping civilians out of the 
crossfire. 


The fight ended almost too quickly, the villain falling easily to Ladybug’s Lucky Charm and Viperion’s 
Second Chance. That alone should’ve raised some red flags but neither superhero had sensed anything amiss. 
Ladybug broke the akumatized object, a bright red glove, but no akuma emerged from it. 


Something 5 wrong. 


Unfortunately, the alarm bells sounded a second too late. Before anyone could react, a red light struck 
Ladybug in the back. Viperion could only watch in shock as the superheroine’s eyes turned pure white and 
she adopted a monochromatic red palette similar to Controller. He had already used Second Chance, so there 
was no way he could go back and fix this. 


Ladybug's face was void of any emotions when she turned to face him. Her white eyes were blank and 
lifeless, the sight made Viperion's heart drop. He had to fix this as fast as possible or else there would be no 
way to take down the akuma, and if they didn't defeat them then, there wouldn't be a way to free Ladybug. His 
mind raced, desperate to find a solution, any solution. 


Crazed laughter broke him from his thoughts, eyes widening as the real Controller landed on the roof beside 
the unnaturally still superheroine. 


"Ha! I can't believe you both fell for my decoy; I thought heroes were supposed to be smarter than this!" 
Giggles escaped them as they pulled the costume off of the decoy, revealing a controlled civilian. With a 
wave of their hand the civilian ran off, leaving the three of them alone. "And thanks to you, I now have the 
Ladybug under my control! This is too easy." Controller smirked at the snake hero, eyes wide as they mocked 
him. Viperion met their gaze, never faltering as he glared them down, body posed and ready to strike. 


The villain giggled and launched themself towards him. He jumped to the side and spun around, hands 
reaching for their glove. But before he could wrap his fingers around it, the red villain cartwheeled out of his 
reach, their smile so wide it looked like their face was going to break. They raised a hand up, gesturing in his 
direction. 
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Next thing he knew he was on the ground, body sore as he quickly jumped back up. Ladybug was in a fighting 
stance, preparing to kick him again. He dodged, her foot grazing him as he backflipped away from her. 
Viperion attempted to meet her gaze but she just looked right through him. 


"Ladybug, I know you're still in there! You have to fight it!" The teal suited hero pleaded. The red heroine 
didn't show any acknowledgment of his words, not hesitating as her fist flew towards his face. Viperion 
grabbed her wrist, stopping the attack before it could land. She struggled but he refused to let her go. "Please, 
I don't want to fight you..." 


Controller chuckled behind him. 
"Oh, but she wants to fight you." 


Ladybug kicked his shins, causing Viperion to stumble back. She took advantage of this to free herself. Not 
wasting any time, she leg swiped the off-balanced hero. He hit the ground, the air forced from his lungs. 


As he desperately tried to regain his breath, a loud beep sounded from Ladybug's earrings. Time was running 
out, they only had a minute until she would transform back. 


Viperion swiped at her legs, knocking Ladybug to the ground. He took the opportunity to restrain her, his 
body securing her in place and preventing her from escaping. He desperately tried to snap her out of the 
villain's control. 


"Ladybug, please, you need to snap out of it! I-" 


"BEHIND YOU!" Chat Noir yelled. Viperion's head whipped around a second too late. The villain kicked 
him off of Ladybug, allowing the bug heroine to resume fighting. Viperion got up, taking up a battle stance 
alongside the cat hero. The two sides were at a standstill until a bright pink light signaled the end of 
Ladybug's transform. 


Without a second thought, Viperion leaped at Ladybug, wrapping his arms around her and quickly moving 
them both out of view of the villain as Ladybug detransformed. Controller made a move to follow, visibly 


upset by the sudden appearance of the black-suited hero. 


"Ugh! You're ruining my fun!" The red villain stomped their feet, fuming like a child throwing a tantrum. 
Chat just smirked. 


"But the purr-ty's only just begun!" 

The sound of their bickering and fighting faded as Viperion kneeled on the ground, focused on keeping a red 
monochrome version of his girlfriend in his arms. Marinette fought against him, trying every trick she could 
to escape but he refused to let her go. 

"Please, Marinette...come back to me..." He pleaded desperately, but his words still had no effect on her. So 
he did the last thing he could do, an idea based on the fairytales his sister's girlfriend was always talking 
about. Love was said to be a powerful emotion, strong enough to break any spell. So he brought his lips to 
hers. 

The struggling slowed until she suddenly jerked back, eyes comically wide and cheeks red. Luckily, that was 
the only part of her that was red as the rest of her returned to her original colors. Viperion smiled, pushing a 
stray strand of hair behind her ear. 


"It's okay, Marinette. I got you." 


"Ah!" She hid behind her hands. "Viperion, what are you doing?! I have a b-boyfriend-" It was obvious she 
was trying to pretend their identities were still a secret, but the cat was no longer in the bag. 


"It's okay, you know I'm Luka." He removed her hands from her face, using his hold on them to intertwine 
their fingers, although Marinette still refused to meet his gaze. 


"But we're not supposed to know each other's identities, it's not safe! What if-" 

"It's okay, my love. Nothing bad will happen to us. I trust you with my life. I know you'd never tell anyone 
my identity." He removed one of his hands from hers , bringing it up to softly hold her face. "And your secret 
is safe with me, it always has been." 

Marinette's eyes finally met his, wide in shock as her mouth hung open. 


"What?! You knew?!" 


"I didn't know for sure, but I had a pretty strong feeling. Remember our first date, the one that got interrupted 
by an akuma attack?" Marinette nodded. "Well after I saw you disappear into a bathroom and Ladybug ran 


36 


back out a moment later it was pretty obvious. But mostly it's because you're so amazing and kind. You have 
such a beautiful melody that I can recognize you easily, with or without the mask." 


"Oh, Luka," A smile finally broke Marinette's distressed face. "I love you." She brought her lips to his. 


"My lady-" Marinette jumped back from Viperion while he curled his body around her, making sure she was 
hidden from view of the cat hero. "-the villain has been defeated, it's time for you to purr-ify the akuma." 


"Just a minute, Chat! I'll meet you over there!" Chat nodded before disappearing back to comfort the freed 
akuma victim. Marinette pulled away from her boyfriend's arms, quickly feeding Tikki a cookie and 
transforming. 


The akuma was purified and everything was fixed by Ladybug's Lucky Charm. After a well-earned "pound it" 
from the three superheroes Chat ran off, leaving Viperion and Ladybug alone on the roof. The snake hero 
leaned in; hands cradling her face as he once again brought their lips together. He pulled back just enough to 
smile softly at his lover. 


"I love you too, Marinette." 


eee 
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1 Story by: ImSorry 


Adrien figured out that Marinette was Ladybug on his own. He hid to detransform after a fight and replayed 
that familiar feeling of passing the lucky charm, an umbrella. He was used to the movement, of course. The two 
had defended Paris on a near-daily basis for years, but this felt more... significant, he thought as he dropped 
into a nearby alley. 


He called out to Plagg as the first drop of rain fell on his head, and by the time the transformation wore off, he 
recalled that day, almost four years ago, when he passed another umbrella off in the rain. He heard Plagg asking 
if he was planning catching a cold, and somehow, he felt himself walking home. He spent the next two days 
processing the fact that Ladybug, love of his life and hero of Paris, was also Marinette, cutest girl in school. 
Marinette discovered that Adrien was Chat Noir when she dropped into the alley a minute earlier, and he had 
been too distracted to notice that she was there. It took her about a week to process. 

“She didn’t want me to know,” Adrien reminded Plagg repeatedly in the following week, “I can’t betray her 
trust.” 


“I’ve been the one insisting we keep our identities secret,” Marinette lamented to Tikki for days on end, “if I 
tell him that I know Ill be a total hypocrite!” 


“Well,” Tikki eventually responded, “if you don't want to tell him right out there's a very simple way to solve 
this problem.” 


“What's that?” 
“You can ‘accidentally’ let the secret slip yourself.” 


“You mean reveal my identity?” Adrien exclaimed in his room. “I can't do that Plagg, she'll be so 
disappointed.” 


Plagg shrugged. “Hey, it’s not like you can stop knowing.” 
Eventually, the kwamis wore them down. 


»—- af —« 


About two weeks after the initial discoveries, an explosion sent shockwaves through Paris. The entire school 
shuddered, and students immediately ran to the new earthquake shelter. Adrien kept an eye on Marinette as they 
ran, knowing she would be running for cover. Sure enough, she ran for the locker room while everyone was 
distracted by the danger. He waited a few seconds before bursting through the door. 


“It’s a good thing I managed to ditch my best friend Nino pretty quickly, Plagg,” he performed for the audience 
of one. “Now quick I better transform and help Ladybug. Claws out!” 


Ladybug, transformed behind a locker, stared aghast at the transformation in front of her. Had he always been 
this careless? Well, maybe she could use this to her advantage. She looked around for a second and saw her bag 
sitting by her feet. Quickly, she slung it over her shoulder and sauntered out from her hiding place. 

Chat Noir put on his best surprised face. “Oh no, Ladybug! I didn’t realize anyone was in here.” 

Ladybug would have noticed his weak acting if she were not focusing intently on her own. “Chat Noir, I almost 
didn’t see you there.” 

She looked down pointedly at her bag and pressed her hands to her face. “Oh no, I forgot to put this bag away!” 
Chat bit back a laugh. How had he never noticed her signature clumsiness spilling into her superhero persona? 
“It belongs in this locker here.” He pointed to Marinette’s locker, right next to him. “At least I think it does; 
looks like a pretty cool Marinette original.” 

Ladybug’s face threatened to match her outfit. “Thank — goodness you know that!” She quickly caught herself. 
There was such a thing as too obvious, she thought. 

Another rumble shook the city. 

“We should go,” Ladybug decided, aiming her yoyo out the window. 

“Right, saving the city and all.” Chat followed behind her. 


This was going to be harder than they thought. 


I— gf —_« 


The next day, Marinette nervously walked down the street toward the school. "You've got this!” She whispered 
to herself. “All you have to do is reveal your secret identity to the most amazing, beautiful, perfect boy in the 
entire world... Oh gosh Tikki I can't do this!” 


“Just breathe, Marinette!” Tikki whispered before nuzzling deeper into Marinette’s purse. 
Nodding, Marinette took a deep breath. “I can do this,” she whispered before marching into the building. 


Marinette loitered by her locker for a few minutes, trying to look busy until Adrien walked in. She mustered up 
all of her courage to shout “Hi Adrien!” across the room. He looked up, startled, then waved. Marinette waved 


back with a cookie in her hand. Adrien approached her. 


“Is that for me?” He looked pleasantly surprised, and Marinette felt a little guilty teasing him with a sweet treat. 
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“Oh, um this?” She put on her best surprised face, as if she hadn’t realized that there was anything in her hand. 
“T was just putting this in my bag for later. Sometimes a snack helps me focus during class.” 


Adrien smiled. He knew it was a lie, but couldn’t say it. “Well, it looks tasty. PI catch ya around.” 


Marinette was too proud of her plan to notice the pun. Adrien walked away with an undeniably Chat-like pout 
on his face. 


When there was no one within earshot, Marinette poked her head into her locker. “I think that went well, 
Tikki!” 


“Why is it important that he knows you have a cookie?” 
Marinette held up her finger dramatically, bursting with pride at her plan. “Later, when I’m with Chat, P11 make 


sure to comment on how much my kwami loves cookies. He’ll remember that I have them in my bag all the 
time, and before long he’ll have pieced it together!” 
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“Oh wow, Marinette,” Tikki lied, “that’s a great plan 


»— 9 —« 


Adrien saw Marinette walk into the classroom. He quickly started his pencil rolling toward the side of his desk, 
hoping he timed it right. As she walked by, it crossed the edge of the desk, and he shot out his arm to catch it. 
She froze, which wasn't unusual. 

“That was close,” he said. 

“Yeah,” Marinette shifted uncomfortably. “Good reflexes.” 


“Some would say cat like,” he urged, raising an eyebrow. 


“I didn't say Chat!” Marinette practically lunged for her seat and threw her bag in front of her face. 
Alya nudged her friend. “That was harder to watch than usual. Is something up?” 


Marinette sighed and relaxed her shoulders. Well, maybe Alya could help. “Yeah, could we talk about it during 
lunch?” 


sg —« 


Nino buried his head in his hands. “Babe, how do we make this work?” 


“We just have to be smart.” 
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Alya paced in front of him with a tablet in hand, scribbling out ideas. “So, Marinette wants to get to know 
Adrien without trying to ask him out, which sounds like a much easier way for her to get a normal sentence 
out.” 


“And Adrien randomly decided he’s got a crush on her, but wants to find out if she might like him before 
making a move.” 


“But we’re both sworn to secrecy.” 


Which means we just need to create some situation that would let Marinette get a full sentence out that Adrien 
could interpret as a declaration of love.” 


“T think our friends have lost it.” 


“I think we have too, honestly.” 
>_> ay —& 


They had been at it for months, this back and forth game of chat and bug. There had been little progress on 
either side for obvious reasons to which they were both oblivious. There seemed to be little else that would 
work at this point, and both Marinette and Adrien had all but resigned themselves to a lifetime of internal 
screaming. And then, out of the blue, fate seemed to step in and help them out. 


Or at least, Nino and Alya did them a solid. 


The four sat together for lunch. The jumpiness had all but subsided, and the stress was mostly manageable. 
Alya and Nino had taken control of the conversation, recounting their whirlwind romance in an attempt to 
inspire their best friends. The others were nodding along quietly, both zoned out trying to think of a way to drop 
a new hint. Nothing seemed to be working. 


—y—« 


“Yeah, getting trapped at the zoo was the best thing that could have happened for us romantically,” Nino 
chuckled. 


Alya smiled widely, catching his angle. “You’re right! We wound up talking about videography since it was a 
thing we had in common.” She looked pointedly at Marinette. “Although we both appreciate different parts of 
it.” 


Marinette and Adrien snapped back to the conversation. That might not be the worst idea, they thought 
simultaneously. Maybe they could use a more direct approach. 


Later that night, Adrien retired to his room earlier than normal. As soon as the coast was clear, he turned to 
Plagg excitedly. 


Tonight is the night, I can feel it!” 
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Plagg looked characteristically bored. “Isn’t that what you said the last hundred times?” 


Adrien raised his pointer finger dramatically, to match the smug look on his face. “This plan actually comes 
from Alya and Nino, and they have the best romance of anyone I know.” 


Tikki rolled her eyes. Even she had run out of steam with this whole debacle. 
“And,” Marinette continued, “I’ve been laying out clues for months. Even Chat isn’t going to miss something 
this clear.” She sighed dreamily as she finished organizing her desk space. “After tonight, everything will be 


out in the open.” Marinette looked at the clock. “Okay, it’s close enough. Tikki, spots on!” 


Ladybug was surprised to find that Chat was even earlier to their meetup than she was. 
“Someone was eager tonight,” he laughed. 


“I needed some fresh air, I figured getting here early would be a nice break. I’ve been busy with a project.” 
Chat smiled. “I know what you mean, my job has been exhausting lately.” 

“Right, with fashion week coming up.” Ladybug nodded. 

Chat furrowed his brow. “What does that have to do with me?” 

Ladybug’s eyes widened in horror, realizing she had slipped. After all the clues she had dropped, this is what he 
chose to pick up on? “Oh, well any sort of business is going to be busy with the hosting and the catering and the 
traffic and all that. I know fashion week employs a lot of Parisians.” 

Chat sighed. “Yeah, makes sense.” 

There was a moment of silence. 

“That must uh,” Chat struggled for words that wouldn’t shut her down again. “That must be what your project 
is for then?” 


Ladybug looked anywhere but him. “Mm-hmm. I’m, ah, entering a young designer’s contest.” 


For once Chat was glad she wasn’t looking at him. He knew he couldn’t hide the pride on his face. “If anyone 
deserves to win it’s you.” 


Blushing, Ladybug finally found the courage to look him in the eye. “That means a lot coming from you.” 
The two stared at one another for what felt like an eternity, willing the words on the tips of their tongues to just 


burst out of them. With a single sentence, they could change everything. But, after all this time, the risk had 
become too great. As if reading one another’s minds, they wordlessly began a patrol. What was left to say, 


anyway? 
The two ended the night on a rooftop, staring off over the Seine. 


“Do you ever wish things were easier?” Chat asked suddenly. 
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Ladybug found herself nodding. They both sighed. 


“Well,” Chat groaned, getting up to stretch his legs. “It’s getting pretty late. I’ve got a test in the morning after 
all.” 


Ladybug smirked despite herself. “So do I, what a coincidence.” 


Chat nearly tripped over himself in excitement. “Do you think so,” he asked, maybe a bit less subtly than he had 
anticipated. 


Ladybug, frazzled, practically shouted back “I don’t know, do you?” 


They both looked at the other for a minute, hoping to see that look of realization cross the other’s face. When it 
didn’t happen, they both averted their eyes in frustration. 


“Anyway, I better go. See you tomorrow Marinette.” 


“Goodnight, Adrien.” 


They both froze mid-leap, the other’s words registering. 


Art By: lazystarturtle 


Pay lt Now 


Story by: GalahadWilder 


Marinette falls back on her bed with a huff, arms splayed wide, and stares up through her skylight into the 
cloudless Paris sky. She takes a moment to imagine her comforter is a pink, fluffy cloud, that she’s lying in 
the sky somewhere drifting on the breeze, that her world hasn’t been turned upside down again and that the 
only thing she has to worry about is the sun on her face and the ground a thousand miles below. 


Then she breathes in, remembers how his face looked into that same skylight just two nights before, and the 
moment is lost. 


“He’s Chat Noir,” she murmurs to herself, throwing her arm over her eyes. “My boyfriend is Chat Noir.” 


In retrospect, it makes perfect sense. Both boys have the same kind heart, the same terrible sense of humor, 
the same smile, the same sadness behind their eyes. Despite their superficial differences, deep down they are 
clearly the same. But if she hadn’t seen him destransform, she never would have guessed that polite, well- 
behaved Adrien was the same person as her boisterous and jovial partner. 


She has no idea what emotion she’s feeling right now—is she happy? Scared? Angry? No way to tell—but 
it’s definitely intense. She feels her nails digging into her palm, her tendons pressing against the skin of her 
knuckles, and forces herself to take a deep breath, loosen her muscles. 


Tikki peers down from her unhappy cookie-munching in her little nook above Marinette’s bed, alcove hidden 
from anyone entering from both below and above. “Marinette?” she says. “Are you... all right?” 


Marinette turns onto her side, curls up into a fetal position, hugging her knees to her chest. “I... Tikki, I—I 
have no idea,” she murmurs, staring at a thread that’s poking out of her handmade pillowcase. She’s gonna 
have to fix that soon. “I mean, both guys I’m into being the same guy? And him falling for both of me?” She 
groans. “I know I’m Ladybug, but that’s stupid lucky.” She closes her eyes, chews on her lip. “It’s... too 
much.” 


Marinette feels Tikki light on the pillow in front of her, and opens her eyes to see her Kwami hugging her 
nose with a bashful grin. “Stupid lucky is what I do,” Tikki says. 


Marinette smiles, nuzzling into Tikki’s tummy. “Yeah,” she says. “Yeah it is.” 
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Tikki’s pats Marinette’s forehead with her paw. “Do you need me to turn off the lights?” she says. 
Marinette nods. 


There’s a moment of silence as Tikki flits off toward the door, and then the lights click off, bathing Marinette 
in blessed darkness. Immediately, her senses begin to calm, and her thoughts arrange. 


Then she realizes something. 

“Oh, no,” she breathes, rolling onto her back. “Tikki?” she says, her voice small. 

Tikki flits into view over her, looking down at her with concern. “Marinette?” 

Marinette stares up at her Kwami, her heart thrumming with fear. “He doesn’t know I’m Ladybug,” she says. 
Tikki shakes her head. “No,” she says. “He doesn’t.” 


Marinette winces. “I’m going to have to tell him.” 


“Oh, cats. Oh, cats. Oh, CATS,” Adrien says, pacing a trench into the floor of his room. “I’m... I’m dating 
Ladybug.” He grinds the heels of his palms into his eyes. “How did I not see it?” 


Plagg snorts into his Camembert. “Took you long enough.” 


Adrien drops into his computer chair, presses his hand to his forehead and runs his fingers up and back 
through his shaggy hair. “Cats,” he hisses. He should’ve seen it. Ladybug and Marinette don’t just have the 
same fire, the same brilliant mind—every part of them is the same, right down to the way they scrunch their 
noses when they’re thinking. And yet, if he hadn’t seen her detransform... “What am I—” He chokes. “What 
am I even supposed to do?” 


Plagg smirks without taking his eyes from his cheese. “Come on, Kitten,” he drawls. “You’ve been planning 
how to date Ladybug as long as I’ve known you. You talked my ear off every night for three years until I 
convinced you to go for Bakery Girl instead.” 


Adrien chokes, wheels around toward his Kwami. “And you knew 
the whole time!” he yelps, jabbing a finger at the tiny cat. “You 
knew they were the same person!” 


Plagg raises an eyebrow, tilting his head contemplatively. “Yes I 
did,” he says with a sly smile. “Gotta say, watching you moon over 
her twice was better than those KDramas Tikki loves so much.” 
Adrien blinks, swiveling in his chair. “Is that where you go at 
night?” 


Plagg shrugs. “Some nights, yeah.” He nibbles on his Camembert, 
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before looking up at his wielder. “So,” he says, “how are you 
planning to tell her?” 


Adrien stumbles backward and collapses into his computer chair. 
“Oh, cats,” he breathes, staring blankly at his computer screen. “I 
have to tell her.” 


Marinette arrives early for school the next day. She’s rarely awake 
this early, but knowing what she needed to do had left her too jittery 
to sleep. She’s too nervous to sit, but too tired to pace, so she stands 
in place, her bag held over her knees, waiting for her boyfriend to 
arrive. 


“You okay?” Tikki whispers from inside the backpack held between Marinette’s hands. 


“Nope!” Marinette whispers back with a grin that she’s fairly certain doesn’t quite reach her eyes. She’s 
excited—her boyfriend is secretly also the boy she trusts more than anything else in the world. But on the 
other hand, she’s been hiding a huge part of her life from him for as long as she’s known him, and she has no 
idea if he’ll ever forgive her. 


So she stands, waiting for her soulmate, her other half, the boy she loves, to arrive so she can spill his secret. 


She's so lost in her thoughts that she doesn’t even notice when he does. Adrien folds her into his arms, kissing 
the top of her head. “Morning—” 


She shrieks, leaping backward, almost slamming her skull into his chin. 


p? 


“—Myyyyy... rinette!” he says. 


“Oh my gosh I’m so sorry!” Marinette yelps, trying to turn in his arms to comfort him. 


He only laughs, holding her tight against his chest. “It’s fine!” he says brightly, kissing her head again. He 
presses his cheek to her scalp and nuzzles. “I knew the consequences when I snuck up on you.” 


“You do love to do that,” she murmurs fondly. Just another bit of the cat in him that she should’ve seen. Then 
her eyes widen. “Hey,” Marinette says. “You didn’t call me 
Princess.” 


Adrien’s arms stiffen around her. “Um,” he says, a tremble in his 
voice. 


She bites her lip, forcing down a spike of annoyance at his 
father—she recognizes Gabriel’s hand in that tremble. She puts her 
backpack down on the steps and takes his hand. “It’s okay, Adrien” 
she says, soft. “You’re allowed to give me more than one pet 
name.” 
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He breathes out, relieved, all the tension gone from his body, and she realizes—she can’t tell him right now. 
Maybe later. 


Yeah. Later’s good. 


He’d almost called her “My Lady.” Oh, cats, that was not how he wanted her to find out. 


He’s glad she sits behind him, because while he definitely can’t concentrate in class today, if she were in 
front of him—especially after that—he doesn’t think he’d be able to even pretend to be paying attention. 


She seems clumsier than usual today. A lot of her more extreme pratfalls disappeared by around their third 
date, once he made it clear that he didn’t mind her word vomit and in fact found it kind of cute. But today, 
every time she meets his eyes, it seems like she’s halfway to the floor again, and he’s barely on his toes 
enough to catch her. 


He can’t help feeling a little thrill, though, that he’s having this 
effect on Ladybug. One-year-ago-Adrien would be having a heart 
attack right now. As it is, everything’s a little too soft and warm 
with her for that. 


“Adrien, Pm fine,” his Princess—his Lady—protests, burying her 
face in her hands. 


“Not today you’re not,” he say with a smile and the Soft Eyes she 
loves so much. “Besides, I’m not gonna pass up a chance to be 
gallant.” 


Marinette pouts, gesturing downwards to where his arms are holding her up, supporting both her shoulders 
and her knees. “Sure, but you don’t think carrying me all the way to the lunchroom is a little bit much?” 


“Nope!” Adrien says. 

He sees Nino and Alya ahead of them, synchronized mock-gagging at them, but he ignores them. 
“Ugh, you are the worst,” she says, reaching up to scratch under his chin. 

He purrs, smiling— 

And then suddenly realizes that she doesn’t know he can do that. 


Also, Marinette doesn’t scritch Adrien. Ladybug for Chat, sure, but... she doesn’t know it’s him. And she 
definitely wouldn’t reveal her identity like that if she did. 


He swallows, barely taking a moment to realize that Marinette has gone as white as a sheet. 


“Mari?” he says. “Are you okay?” 
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“Fffffine!” she shrieks, leaping out of his arms—or at least trying 
to. He’s supporting her too well, and her flats hook onto his elbow, 
and he barely has time to brace before they’re both sprawled across 
each other on the ground. 


The entire hall comes to a halt, staring at them, as Marinette’s face 
gets steadily redder. Adrien realizes—his body weight is pressed on 
top of her, pinning her down, and she’s regressed today for some 
reason—she’s about to explode. He reaches out toward her— 


“I’m sorry!” she shrieks, clapping her hands over her mouth. “I’m 
sorry, I’m sorry, Pm so sorry, I’m—are you—oh gosh I’m so 


sorry—” 


It’s an utterly surreal moment, realizing that this girl, who has pitched him across entire city blocks without 
batting an eye, is having a panic attack over tripping him. All he can do is roll off her, climb to his feet, and 
hold out a hand. 


“It’s okay, Marinette,” he says, smiling gently. “I’m fine. You okay?” 


Her pupils slowly begin to contract again as her breathing slows and she takes his hand. “I—I’m okay,” she 
says. 


He pulls her up with a smile. “I love you,” he says. “I have to expect you to...” He waggles his eyebrows. 
“sweep me off my feet every once in a while.” 


She giggles, closing her eyes, and he realizes he can’t tell her now. Later, maybe. 


Yeah. Later’s good. 


Ladybug arrives for patrol in a bit of a funk. School was excruciating—she hasn't been that clumsy in front of 
her boyfriend since the first time they kissed, she spent all day making a fool of herself and she couldn’t once 
get up the courage to tell him what she knew. She’s almost ashamed to be meeting him now, knowing his 
secret with him not knowing hers. 


But as she lights onto the rooftop, she sees in his hunched posture 
that he seems not to have had the best day either. Which is... odd. 
He seemed fine when they left school? 


“Everything okay?” she says, padding up behind him and sitting on 
the roof next to him, kicking her legs out into the open air. 


He turns to her with wide, sad eyes. “J—um,” he begins. “Girl 
troubles.” 


Ladybug’s heart rate spikes. Girl troubles? He’s Adrien; there’s 
only one girl in his life. Troubles? Did he—did her clumsiness 
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embarrass him? Did he finally decide she wasn’t good enough? 
“Are you breaking up with me?” she whispers, hugging her stomach. 


His head snaps around, his eyes wide. “Wait—” he gasps, his face bone-white. “My—Marinette, I'd never—” 
He bites his lip. “You know?” 


Ladybug nods with a whimper. “I—I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—” 


Suddenly his palms are on her cheeks, his forehead pressed to hers. “I love you, My Lady, My Princess, 
My—My Marinette,” he breathes in a rush. He smiles. “I’m here as long as you'll have me.” 


Relief floods her body as she realizes—he’s not leaving her. He's staying. “Your—girl trouble,” she manages. 
“You found out?” 


He closes his eyes and nods. “Saw you yesterday.” 
She giggles, tears coming to her eyes. “Same.” 
“Cats,” he snorts. “We’re both idiots.” 


“Yeah, but you’re my idiot,” she says, scratching his scalp, smiling as he begins to purr. “Always and 
forever.” 


“T can live with that,” he whispers, raising her chin and meeting her lips with his. 
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Story by: Lovegeek15 
Art by: Tiffycat 


Weather is mostly unpredictable. Especially in April, when any and all weather is fair game. 


Today was no different than the days before—cloudy with a chance of hail because of how dark the sky was. 
But the morning news said that it wasn’t supposed to rain until tomorrow, so it’s probably (hopefully) not 
going to rain today. 


That might be the only piece of good news for one blond model. Adrien Agreste was one of Paris’s top 
models and an angel, as some people would call him. People envied him and how lucky he was to be Gabriel 
Agreste’s son. 


Adrien had to laugh. As he stared through his car’s window, he thought about how not lucky he was. 


For the past few days, Adrien has been trying to hide his small cold, to little avail. There was a particularly 
nasty akuma the day he started to feel down with a cough. Plus, it was freezing and early, like four in the 
morning early. And because of that akuma fight, he missed an entire day of school, passed out on his bed from 
exhaustion. 


He felt way better the next day, not much more than a few sniffles and coughs here and there. He begged 
Nathalie to allow him to go to school with his friends. He’d already missed a day and he didn’t want to annoy 
his dad. And besides, heroes don’t take breaks, right? He was lucky enough to receive a warm and delicious 
croissant from Marinette, so it wasn’t that bad of a day. 


Still, Adrien was sent out for a two hour photoshoot in the studio. The makeup felt heavy on his face, but he 
was able to manage. Just like the day before, once he got home, Adrien passed out, face down, on his bed. 


“Adrien~!” His very supportive but annoying kwami sing-songed beside him. “You do realize it’s your turn 
for patrol tonight, right? And you still have your extra homework~” 


“Shut up, Plagg,” Adrien groaned into his pillow. He wasn’t even that sick, he just wanted a little shut eye. 


An hour later, Adrien found himself struggling to stay interested in his work. He read an entire wiki article 
about croissants and he barely started his school work, since his nap lasted longer than he expected. 


He threw his pen onto his desk, sighing as he slumped on his chair. “I need to get outta here, Plagg. I need 
some fresh air or something.” 


“Huh?” Plagg yawned. “But what about-” 


“Plagg, Claws out.” 


Adrien knew it was bound to happen. Today has been too good to be true. And now he was 20 minutes away 
from the mansion, drenched head to toe in rain water. Heavier rain water than he was expecting, anyway. 
Blindly running in the direction he thought he came from was definitely not the right decision because soon 
enough, Chat Noir was lost. 


Flipping his baton on, he shakily tapped on the map app and found he was nearby the school. Which meant- 
He glanced to the right. The Tom & Sabine Boulangerie Patisserie. 
Marinette. 


With no second thought, Chat Noir rushed forward with his baton onto his good friend’s balcony. When he 
landed, he knocked manically at her trapdoor, hoping for a miracle to happen. 
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With a stroke of luck—Chat had to applaud himself—as with most things involving her seemed to be, 
Marinette popped open her trapdoor. 


“C-Chat Noir?!” Marinette yelled with shock. “What the hell are you doing? Why are you running out in the 
storm?!” 


“T just needed to get out of the house! You know, fresh air or something!” He retaliated, shrugging his 
shoulders. 


Her jaw went slack as she stared at him. Chat couldn’t understand that there was a full out debate playing out 
in her head. 


I cant just leave him out there! 

Then tell him to go home! 

But what if he can t find it because of how dense the rain is? How dark it is?! 
Thats why he has night vision! 

And the rain?! 


Listen, we literally just came back from an errand for maman and we're exhausted. We can t just pick up 
strays! 


But look at him! That face just radiates pain and panic. We have to sneak him in. 
Oh my god, Marinette, don t you dare- 


“Chat,” Marinette grunted as she watched him sneeze and shiver in the cold. She sighed in slight annoyance 
as she pulled him in. "You're going to catch a cold!” 


With a yelp, Chat Noir tumbled onto her bed, upside down, definitely getting most of her bed drenched in 
water. His nerves were probably still shot from both of their panics on the roof because as soon as he landed, 
he immediately sat up and shook his body. Buckets could best describe the amount of water that splashed 
onto Marinette’s face and clothes. 


“Chat Noir!” Marinette whisper-shouted, shielding her face with a hand. She clamped her other hand on his 
shoulder. But the sudden stop does more than prevent her sheets from getting soaked. He became dizzy, the 
sheer force almost knocking him out. And he almost does as his body drops completely to the side, the side of 


his head colliding with the metal railing of her elevated bed. 


Slapping her hand to her mouth, Marinette screamed and lifted him back up to a sitting position. “Chat, are 
you okay?! Oh my god, please say something.” 


He grinned painfully. “I’m just peachy,” he breathed out, swinging an arm. 
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Marinette let herself relax, only to feel the cold sogginess of her mattress. In an instant, she was pushing the 
cat hero carefully down the steps. He could take on a lot, a little headache won’t kill him. 


““Wha-?” 
You're getting my bed wet!” She urged, only having mild difficulty convincing him to go down. 


Chat glanced up at her and smiled, shrugging his shoulders sarcastically. “Oh really? I didn’t notice! Thanks 
for the heads up!” 


Rolling her eyes, Marinette guided him to the floor and gently shoved him a pillow from the chaise. 


As she turned around to grab a towel from her closet for him to use, Chat Noir asks, “Um, why can’t I sit on 
the couch?” 


“It’s a chaise,” she stated matter-of-factly, not once looking back. “And like I said before, you'll just get it 
wet, too.” 


Chat sighed. The throbbing hasn’t stopped since his head connected with the metal bar. He rubbed his head 
on the spot and flinched. That’s not going anywhere for a few days. 


Marinette tossed him a purple towel and some pain killers, a stern but caring look etched on her face. 


Chat gratefully took the towel, drying his face and arms. “I’m sorry, Marinette.” 
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“Huh?” she laughed, an eyebrow raised. She offered him the last bit of tea from the mug on her desk, taking a 
seat beside him and taking the towel out of his hands. She began softly drying his hair, careful with the area 
he slammed his head on. “Why are you apologizing?” 

“I...” he blushed, a little skeptical of the offering. He’d heard from Chloe that drinking from the same spot 
could technically be called an indirect kiss, which is why he always had his glass away from hers since she 
introduced the topic. Should he ask Marinette? Or...? 

“Oh, just drink it already,” she sighed, pushing the cup to his mouth. He’ll just blame his blush on his cold. 
“Does it still hurt?” She questioned, pointing at his head. 


He scoffed, teasing, “Does it look like it still hurts?” 


Rolling her eyes fondly, she stood up to check on it. “Oh, you've lost it. I might have to find some medical 
thread soon, kitty-cat.” 


He laughed for the first time that day. Marinette’s presence always made him happier, especially when she 
interacted with Chat. He liked this Marinette, the one with better comebacks than Ladybug. 


“I wish you were Ladybug.” 

Marinette froze, hands tangled in his hair. He furrowed his eyebrows. She wasn’t laughing anymore. 
“Marinette?” he whispers. 

She looked down at him, her eyebrows furrowing. 

“Tm...” She started, never taking her eyes off him. 

“You’re....” He tried smiling, though it might have looked like a grimace if anything. 

“Tm lady...” 

He blinks in confusion. “Can you repeat that again, Marinette?” 

She slides a hand down her face, groaning. “Ugh, I’m not saying it again.” 

He had to squint for it but... was she blushing? "You're something lady?” he attempted, smiling. 


“Nope, that’s all you’re getting,” she shook her head. Grabbing the towel, she flopped it over Chat’s head, 
slapping into his face. 


“Hey! Come on,” he laughed. He pulled off the towel as Marinette moved stuff around her desk. “You're... a 
lady? What am I saying, um, oh! You’re dating lady... wait. You’re dating Ladybug.” 


She froze again. 
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“Oh my god, you’re dating m’lady?!” He squinted at her. 
“What?!” She scoffed, glancing at her trapdoor then to him. “What-?! 


“So that’s why she’s been so distracted lately.” Chat felt betrayed. Did his lady not trust him enough to tell 
him about her relationship with Marinette? 


“Chat, I.... yes. Pm sorry, Chat Noir,” she sighs, her movements exaggerated. “Ladybug couldn’t resist my, 
uh, offers of love?” 


“I wouldn't blame her,” he laughs. She groans again, throwing a new towel at his face. “Hey, stop that!” 
“Not until you’re healthy again, you needy kitten.” 


He tried to be serious. Really. But as they burst into laughter, he couldn’t help the light feeling in his chest. 


“Okay, girl, no chickening out this time,” Alya said. 


The class had taken a field trip that afternoon, and as was customary any time the opportunity presented 
itself, Alya and Marinette had a plan to get closer to Adrien. It was a simple plan really, one that even 
Marinette couldn’t mess up. All she had to do was stand beside him on the tour and talk. Easy. 


“What if I mix up my words again?” Marinette whispered as they trailed several paces behind Adrien and 
Nino. 


“Just keep going. Adrien has heard you stammer a million times by now. Take deep breaths. I’m gonna 
distract Nino.” Alya patted Marinette’s cheeks before striding over to link her arm through her boyfriend’s. 


“Adrien, do you mind if I steal Nino for a while?” She asked, batting her eyelashes, and Marinette wished she 
had a fraction of her confidence. 


“Not at all, Alya,” Adrien said, and Marinette saw her opening. 


She could do this. The field trip was only a couple hours, and if she played her cards right, he’d fall in love 
with her then one day they’d get married, have three kids and a hamster named- 


“Adrikins!” Chloe cooed, shoving Marinette out of the way and latching onto his arm. “Look at my new 
manicure!” 


“Uh, that’s great, Chlo,” he said, sounding every bit as unenthused as he looked. 


Marinette glanced at Alya who motioned for her to step in, but at her panicked expression, Alya slapped a 
palm to her forehead. She’d messed up and chickened out again. Maybe she should give up on love and move 
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to the countryside and become a beekeeper. She could totally be a beekeeper. 


“Hey, Chloe, I think I saw Sabrina refilling your water bottle from the tap,” Alya called, and Chloe stopped in 
her tracks. 


“She what?” Chloe gasped. “If she thinks Pm going to drink tap water, she has got another thing coming. 
Sabrina!” 


As Chloe stormed off, Alya nodded toward Adrien, and Marinette took a deep breath. She could do this. It 
was only two hours and the rest of their lives. All she needed to do was just talk- 


A loud crash sounded several floors above them, shaking the building, and Marinette braced herself as the 
windows shattered. As people ran screaming, Mlle. Bustier barked orders from the front of the line, urging 
students to safety. 


Marinette threw her head back with a sigh. Did Hawkmoth need to pick right now to create an akuma? Did he 
have a radar that went off every time she was about to make headway with Adrien? Nevertheless, duty called. 


Using the chaos as cover, she slipped away from the group and ran the other way toward the stairwell, but as 
it turned out, the stairs weren’t as private as she originally thought. Throwing open the door, she crashed into 
another person, toppling them both to the floor, and as she sat up, she found herself staring into two green 


eyes wincing under a mop of blond hair. 


“A-Adrien!” She jerked back several feet. “I’m so sorry! I was just, uh, trying to run away from the akuma, 
and-” 


“It’s fine. You okay?” He asked, offering a hand to help her up. Always the gentleman even if she did 
completely knock him over and ram her head into his chin. 


“Yeah, you?” She asked, and he rubbed his jaw with a shrug. 

“Tve had worse,” he said. “We should probably get out of here.” 

“Uh, right. We should,” Marinette said, sparing a glance at her purse. 

They jumped at the loud crash in the hall, but both stood frozen on the platform. Marinette needed to get away 
and transform, but she didn’t have a viable excuse to ditch Adrien. Luckily for her, he took the lead, tugging 


her down to the next level. 


“We can hide out until the akuma passes then make our escape,” he said, ducking into the door one flight 
below. 


“Uh, right,” she said, hoping her voice didn’t betray her lack of enthusiasm. 
She glanced around the room, searching the rows of cubicles for any means of escape. Never in her life did 


she think she’d be desperate to get away from Adrien, but now wasn’t the time for snuggling. Paris needed 
Ladybug, so her love life would have to wait. 
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Large windows spanned the far side of the room. Several had shattered from whatever attack the akuma 
launched, and hanging just on the other side was their ticket out of there. 


“Look!” She tugged his sleeve. “A window washer’s scaffold. We can get down with that.” 

“Whoa, good thinking, Marinette,” he said, rushing over and clearing away broken shards with his foot. 

He climbed in first then offered her a hand, and she tried not to think about how much hand-holding this 
excursion had come with. She hit the button on the control panel, breath hitching as it started to lower. 
Freedom was only a few minutes away, that is, until a desk flew through a window and sliced the wires. 
Adrien pulled her close as they dropped six stories before the scaffold jerked to a stop, and they flung apart, 
scrambling to right themselves as it swung. They were still ten stories up, but from the looks of the wires, they 
weren’t going to be for much longer. 

“Are you okay?” Adrien asked, attempting to reach for her, but the scaffold shook and rocked. 

“Don’t move!” She gasped, shifting her weight to counteract his. “We need to figure out a way down.” 
“Maybe we should just wait for Ladybug,” Adrien suggested, and she glanced down at her purse with a wince. 
“I don’t think we've got time,” she said, nodding at the fraying wire. 

“What are we going to do?” He asked. 

Marinette surveyed their surroundings, searching for anything to add time or get them out safely, but their 
options were slim. Any sudden movement would likely send them plummeting to the ground, and even if they 
did nothing, it wasn’t long before the scaffold gave out under their weight. There was only one way out, and 
she didn’t have another choice. 

The scaffold groaned, and Marinette lunged at Adrien as the wire snapped, wrapping her arms around his 
waist as her suit materialized. Her yoyo hooked around a beam as the scaffold crashed to the ground. When 
she glanced back at Adrien, his eyes were wide which was only natural seeing as she’d inadvertently told him 
the most important secret in the world. 

Noure 

“I know,” she said, lowering them to safety. “And you can’t tell anyone.” 


“No, yeah, sure, but you’re really her?” He looked her up and down with awe. 


“Uh, yeah,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “No one should know who I really am, but we 
didn’t have another choice. I’m trusting you, Adrien.” 


His gaze found hers, a soft smile curling on his lips. “I won't tell anyone. Your secret is safe with me. 
Promise.” 


Her cheeks warmed, but there was no time for flirting. She palmed her yoyo, taking a few steps back. “Find 
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somewhere safe to hide, okay?” 


“Ladybug, wait!” He called as she tossed her yoyo up the street, and she turned over her shoulder. “Uh, I- 
come by my house later.” 


“Okay,” she said, and when he nodded her on, she tugged the slack and shot off. 


Chat Noir arrived on the scene the same time she did, and she hoped that her expression didn’t betray her 
guilt. There wasn’t another option. It was a fact she repeated to herself that day as they captured the akuma. 
As the city returned to normal. As she and Adrien exchanged curt nods on the bus, her secret passing 
unspoken between them. 


She wasn’t sure how to feel knowing that someone knew her identity now, or that this particular someone 
knew her identity. Of course it was dangerous and wrong, and it never should have happened, but she did her 
best to see the positives. She finally had someone other than Tikki to tell about her double life. Even better 
that someone was the boy she was in love with which gave her more excuses to talk to him, and being a 
superhero didn’t exactly hurt her chances at impressing him either. A little late-night tour of the city from the 
rooftops and- 


What was she thinking? This was bad! Adrien knew her identity. Should she go into hiding? Stop being 
Ladybug? Maybe she could make Chat Noir the new guardian and lose all of her memories. But what if the 
new Ladybug failed, and she had no memories to help stop Hawkmoth then it would be all her fault for 
exposing herself, and Paris would be doomed and- 


“You okay, girl?” Alya snapped her out of a downward spiral, and she removed her nubs of fingernails from 
her mouth. 


“Uh, yeah, just thinking about how I messed up with Adrien earlier,” she said, plastering on a smile. 


“Aww, don’t worry. You'll get him next time,” Alya said, draping an arm over her shoulder, and Marinette let 
out a breath. 


HAVE anse, 

Adrien’s window was open when she arrived later that night, her stomach churning as she hesitantly lowered 
into view. He paced the length of his couch, looking up when she appeared. Their eyes locked, both staring 
until Ladybug gestured to the floor. 


“Can I come in?” She asked, and he nodded, moving around the couch to meet her. 

Silence stretched between them, and Ladybug drummed her fingers on her yoyo, heart threatening to beat out 
of her chest as Adrien ran a hand over the back of his neck. What exactly did one say in this situation? Should 
she play it cool? Crack a joke? Beg him not to tell anyone? There wasn’t exactly a training course on what to 
do if you expose your secret identity. 


“Um,” he finally managed, and her eyes flicked up to his. “Thank you for saving me earlier.” 


“Oh, yeah, no problem,” she said. “I mean, after all, it is my job.” 
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“Right, of course.” Adrien nodded, and the silence resumed. They both shifted, the tension between them 
stretching until the pressure snapped like a rubber band. Words spilled out like rapids, one stream 
overlapping the other. 


“Listen, I know that we can’t undo what happened, and I know that you won’t tell anyone because you’re so 
trustworthy and cute-- wait did I say that out loud?” Ladybug said as Adrien rambled just as awkwardly. 


“I’m really sorry that you had to tell me your identity like that, and I promise not to tell anyone. I'd never 
betray you like that ever, and I feel really bad that you had to be the one to reveal your identity,” Adrien said, 
their words mixing until they both clamped hands over their mouths. 

Adrien pressed his lips together, determination glinting in his green eyes. 


“I feel like it’s only fair that I tell you because it’s important to me that you know you can always trust me,” 
he said, taking a step forward. “You weren’t the only one who could have gotten us out of that situation. In 
another couple seconds, I would have transformed to save us both too.” Lifting her hand to his lips, he 
continued, “I’m sorry, m’lady. I guess now the cat’s out of the bag.” 


“But- you-” A devilish smile curled on his lips, and as the two halves of his persona clicked together, 
Ladybug threw her arms around his neck. “It’s you.” 


“I’m really sorry, bugaboo,” he murmured against her shoulder. “I should have acted sooner.” 

“Even if you had, I would have known your identity. There was no way around it,” she said, pulling away. 
“We can’t change what happened, but we do need to talk about what to do now. Knowing our identities while 
Hawkmoth is still out there is dangerous. If one of us gets akumatized...” 

“I know,” Adrien said, lowering his gaze. “This isn’t exactly what I was expecting when I dreamed of finding 
out who you really are. I hoped that I’d single handedly take down Hawkmoth and impress you so much 


you'd fall in love with me.” 


She smiled at that, brushing his nose with her finger. “What should we do? Should we stop being Ladybug 
and Chat Noir?” 


“What? No!” His eyes widened in horror. “Look, there’s no one I trust more than you, and I think we make a 
pretty awesome team. Besides, who knows, maybe this is for the best. Maybe we’ ll be stronger and more 


united. We can have each other’s backs all the time.” 


When she didn’t seem convinced, he added, "We're the cat and bug team, remember?” He said, and at her 
stern expression, he corrected, "Fine, the bug and cat team.” 


“Okay,” she said, taking a breath. “I trust you, and we both agreed when we took on our Miraculouses to 
keep the city safe. We can’t turn back on that promise now.” 


“You and me against the world?” Adrien said, holding out a fist. 
Ladybug looked him up and down, a smile curling on her lips as she touched her fist to his. 


“As always.” 
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A Gift of Any Other 


Story by: Elokurin 
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Six months! It had been six months of dating. Six months of a seemingly perfect life. Marinette never 
expected it to happen. When she was fourteen and first picked up the role of Ladybug, never once in her life 
did she think that her crush, Adrien, would be the snarky cat that was her partner. But he was. Ever since that 
first kiss in May on the balcony of her apartment, they had been dating. Their dating was met with many 
relieved sighs from their friends. It was as if they already knew it was going to happen. 


But now came Marinette’s main question: What to get Adrien for their six month anniversary? The date 
landed on December twenty first, only four days before Christmas. When they had met up before, Marinette 
and Adrien had promised each other to get each other only one gift for both occasions. They made that 
agreement back in August. However, Marinette has already designed and made a new beanie for Adrien to 
wear way back in June when she was still hanging around with her crush on him. She made the decision to 
make it early as she didn’t want him to get cold and she wanted him to get a great present from her. Nothing 
prepared her for dating the boy of her dreams. 


The problem now? The fact that it was currently December first. Only twenty more days until the date came 
upon her. Marinette knew how fast things came about. She had lost track of time considerably quickly. 


With the leaving of the summer months came the start of the new school year. The end of summer brought an 
influx of many akumas. Sometimes they were dealing with two or three a day. It was draining but thankfully 
it was during the summer break so they didn’t have any school to worry about. On top of that, their new 
dynamic with them learning each other’s identities was something Marinette was certainly not prepared for. 
Dating her partner made her more concerned for her partner than she already was. They had to navigate 
having feelings and dating each other while also keeping their relationship out of their duties as heroes of the 
city. So as a result of all of this going on, Marinette has no time to collect ideas on what to get Adrien for their 
six month anniversary of dating. 


But then, should she even get him another gift? What if he got mad about everything that went on? What if he 
hated her gift? Marinette’s eyes drifted over to the hat on her desk. The hours mulling over the design. "Put 
that thing away,” she kept on telling herself over and over again. The beanie was a solid black color with a 
simple argyle neon green patterning on it. The Pom Pom at the top was a mix of black and green mixed 
colors, weaving together to create something atone to a tie-dye effect on it. Marinette knew how long she 
spent on it. Coming up with the idea of a beanie even back in June, before they were even dating. If it took 
her that long to make it? Who knew how long a six month present would take her. 
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When the concept of even coming up with a six month present, then her fears about the Christmas present 
came back into the light. She had chosen the black and green color scheme only a few days after they revealed 
each other’s identities as the cat and the ladybug who save the city. But what if the color scheme was too close 
to what he wanted? What if this should be the only gift? What if he never even wanted a beanie? What if it 
wasn’t colored correctly? Should she add a braided hanging section to it? Should she— 


Marinette was pulled out of her questioning in her head by the loud ringing of her phone. She looked over at 
her phone, only to see “Adrien <3” .She smiled to herself, allowing the smile on her face to grow and her fears 
lessen. 


“Hey, my darling,” Adrien’s voice rang out the second she pressed on the button to answer the call. She 
allowed her mouth to quirk into a small smile, hearing him call her “darling” would never be something she 
would get used to if she was being honest. 


“Hey,” she replied. Her voice betraying her worries she previously had as it came out softer than she ever 
intended. 


“You okay?” Distress was immediately apparent in his voice. Marinette paced around the room, finally sitting 
down on her bed to hopefully calm her own nerves. 


“Yeah, I’m fine!” 
“You sure?” 
She let out a laugh, she knew he deemed it as the ‘Marinette laugh’ because he stated it was “genuinely her.” 


“Don’t worry about me, just thinking about everything going on. I mean, we haven’t gotten anything to do 
lately. I’m just stressed,” she said. It wasn’t completely false, but she inwardly knew it wasn’t completely true 
either. 


Adrien seemed to accept her answer, but he still gave out a little huff “yeah I get that. Father has decided to 
keep me in my room all weekend. Nathalie mentioned something about me getting a 5 in French. I’m guessing 
he doesn’t want me to drop below a 6.” 


Marinette listened diligently to his ongoing struggle with his father. Although he didn’t tell her much about his 
family situation, she was grateful for anything that he did tell her. Of course, she wasn’t sure if she wanted to 
tell him about her recent receiving of a 3 on that essay. Something her parents were not exactly pleased by. 


Pm so sorry about what your father is doing. But hey, I will be able to see you at school, you know!” She 
tried to stay positive about the entire situation. She wished she could tell him that they could meet up as Chat 
Noir and Ladybug, but she knew that wasn’t exactly something she could say. They had made an agreement 
almost the moment that they discovered each other’s identity never to talk about it over the phone. Marinette 
didn’t know who was listening in, and Adrien had agreed to it. And despite the many many times Adrien 
almost talked about it before Marinette would immediately start talking and stuttering, he had eventually 
stopped doing it. 


“Yeah, you are right. Well, I better go get studying for French I guess. See you later darling,” he sighed. 
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Marinette said her goodbye before hanging up the phone, effectively deciding to flop down into her bed. Oh, 
what to do about the six month? 


Although the conversation got her mind off of it for a short bit, Marinette wasn’t sure if she would ever be 
able to forget this issue hanging over her head. 


She sat there for what seemed like hours. The clock ticking near her. 


Tikki suddenly flew into her vision. The last time she saw the kwami, she lamented to her about not knowing 
what to get Adrien. 


“You shouldn’t worry about what to get him Marinette. Adrien will love anything you get him.” 
“I know Tikki, but I want it to be special.” 


“Marinette, he will love whatever you end up giving him you know and hey, this is already you giving him 
two presents when you guys promised you’d get each other one.” 


Marinette sighed. She already knew this information. She didn’t need Tikki telling her this. Marinette sighed 
again and just reached into a small plastic bag to grab a chocolate chip cookie to give to Tikki. She held it out 
to Tikki, who took it and flew down to sit on her desk to eat the cookie. 


“I won't let you move around this Marinette. You can’t waste days on end thinking about what to get him. 
Let’s just get into some pajamas and go to bed. It’s already past 23:00 and you should be asleep. It’s one of 
the few nights with no akumas running around Paris.” 


Tikki continued rambling on about Marinette’s health and how she should keep up her sleep patterns, but 
Marinette was not listening. She spaced out the second that Tikki mentioned pajamas. Pajamas! 


“That’s it!” 

Marinette leaped out of her chair, startling Tikki out of her monologue. 

“ll get Adrien and I matching pajamas. And they can even match the beanie I made him so he won't even 
know that it was initially two separate gifts. PII make a matching beanie for myself as well. Oh, thank you, 


Tikki! You're the best!” 


Marinette lifted Tikki up in her arms, crumbs of the cookie spilling down onto the table as she nuzzled Tikki 
against her cheek in a pseudo-hug between the two of them. 


Marinette immediately went to work, going over to grab her sketchbook in order to start as fast as possible. 
She started sketching a set of pajamas. Matching. 


Marinette spent the rest of the time before their anniversary making the gifts. They were matching pajamas. 
Each of them with a matching cat and ladybug design. She spent hours on them continuously saying how they 
had to be changed and changed again. However, Tikki convinced her how she had to just stick to a design. 


Then the day hit. Marinette stood there shaking slightly, gripping Adrien’s beanie and pajamas in a small box 
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wrapped in baby blue wrapping paper. She was doing her best not to drop it. Adrien suddenly came running 
up to her, waving his hand to get her attention. He wore his typical black shirt with the white button-up over it. 
He looked amazing as always. 

“Hey, Marinette, happy six month anniversary.” He leaned in towards her ear, adding “bugaboo” in a lower 
and softer voice so no one else could hear him. Marinette felt a blush rising up onto her cheeks as she nodded 
and spoke out a weak “hey,” back to him. Even after all this time, she was still so shy around him. 

She pulled out the wrapped gift for him out of her bag and held it out. “This is for you.” 

He smiled at her and took the present. “Can I open it now?” 

Marinette just smiled, “Let’s wait for later.” She didn’t want her nerves to get too high. But she also didn’t 
want to make a mess out of herself when it came to the emotions of being out in public. He simply nodded and 


held out his hand. She grabbed his hand lightly and held it with her own. They headed off into Paris together, 
excited for all the memories they will create together. 
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It was a bright sunny day, and Chat Noir had just stolen another Agreste family treasure, and Marinette was 
over it. She had been hired to catch the mysterious phantom thief who seemed to only target them, but she 
really wasn’t having much luck. 


The problem with it being the Agrestes being the ones stolen from was the amount of possible suspects. So 
many people could have motives for stealing the family’s treasures that Chat Noir could be almost anyone. 
She had, of course, already investigated anyone who could have a grudge against the Agrestes, but had come 
out empty handed. 


The only thing she had in the way of clues was the calling cards he left at each scene, but even those didn’t 
give her much to work with. At least, not enough for any solid leads. His latest calling card had said that when 
night fell on the fourteenth day from that day, the treasure that would be taken would be something more 
precious than anything he’d stolen before, which really didn’t narrow anything down. 


The only good point about the case was working with Adrien, who was nicer and more genuine than she 
expected the son of Gabriel Agreste to be. She’d thought he’d be a pretentious brat, but that wasn’t the case at 
all. He’d been most helpful in aiding her investigations and was always willing to answer her questions, and 
over the short time that she had been working on the case, the two of them had become friends. 


She was currently on her way to meet up with him to discuss the case at a nearby cafe.. He was already there 
when she arrived and greeted her with a bright smile that made her heart jump in her chest. 


“Hey, Marinette! How’s everything going?” 
“For the case? Not good,” she sighed, dropping down into the chair across from him. “Though you probably 
already knew that seeing as Chat Noir struck again last night. And I’m no closer to solving it. Is your father 


too busy to talk again?” 


“Yeah,” his smile drooped momentarily before he perked up again. “But if you have any questions, you can 
ask me.” 


“Thanks. This is the latest card that was left,” she said, sliding it across the table to him. “It’s a bit odd that he 
told us when he would show up next, but hopefully it”ll work in our favour. I don’t know what he’s planning 


this time.” 


“Something more precious than anything else he’s stolen?” he tilted his head. “I wonder what that will be.” 
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“I was hoping you might be able to tell me.” 


Adrien looked thoughtful for a moment. “Well, none of our treasures are that important to me, but there are a 
few things my father might consider really precious? I can make a list of them if that would help,” he 
suggested. 


“It’s a good start.” she said, giving him a relieved smile. “So far there hasn't been any connections between 
the items being taken, but perhaps there’Il be something on the list I can work with.” 


He pulled out a piece of paper and scribbled a few things down. Marinette raised an eyebrow as he signed his 
name at the end of the list. He wrote his A’s oddly, all slanted to the left and unnecessarily flourished. Though 
why he'd sign a list, she didn't know. 


“Well, I have to get going, but thank you for this.” Marinette tucked the list into her pocket. 
Adrien beamed at her. “I’m always glad to help.” 


“Sorry I don’t have any leads for the case yet,” she said, blowing out a discouraged sigh as they both stood to 
leave. 


“Hey,” he nudged her shoulder gently with his own and smiled at her. ”Pm sure you'll figure it out. You're 
the best detective around.” 


She gave a little laugh at that. “The best detective huh? Right now, I’m not so sure of that, but thank you for 
your confidence in me.” 
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Marinette sat at her desk, shuffling Chat Noir’s cards absently as she went over her notes on the case. There 
really wasn’t much. She sighed and dropped the cards, resting her forehead in her hands. The two weeks had 
gone past and she still wasn’t any closer to solving the case. She didn’t know who Chat Noir was, didn’t 
know why the Agrestes were the only ones being targeted by him, or how he kept managing to do so without 
getting caught or leaving a single trace except for one card. One measly card, that added up to six cards, 
which added up to... nothing. They were no help at all. If anything, they just served as reminders of how 
much she didn t know. 


Chat Noir was good at what he did, she’d give him that. She just wished he was a little less good, or perhaps 
that Gabriel Agreste would take the case a little more seriously. In the one brief conversation she’d managed 
to have with him, he’d insisted that he had ample security to protect their treasures and that having her there 

as well was completely unnecessary. Chat Noir was gonna strike that night. She’d told him that. This was the 
first time they Anew when he was going to steal from them, if she could at least be nearby, she might be able 

to gather more clues or maybe even catch him before he managed to steal anything else. 


He had simply brushed her off, saying that perhaps she should’ve already solved the case and stopped Chat 
Noir by then. But how was she supposed to stop Chat Noir if Gabriel Agreste wouldn't cooperate with her? 
He didn't even seem to care that his things were getting stolen. If anything, he was only getting more money 
back for each stolen valuable. 
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Marinette swiped at the cards on her desk angrily. One of them fluttered to the floor and she bent to pick it up, 
then froze. Wait a minute. 


There was an A on the card. 

A distinctive A she’d only seen written like that once before. 

It was barely visible among all the chaotic lines that covered most of the card, but it was definitely there, 
slanted to the left and overly flourished. Without even realising it, Marinette was turning the other cards 
around and finding letters on those ones too. 

She put them in order and almost fell off her chair. Because there, worked into the designs between the cards, 
was Adrien’s signature. Why would Adrien s signature be on the cards that Chat Noir left behind when he 
stole from the Agrestes... 


Of course. 


She probably should’ve connected the dots earlier. The reason that Chat Noir was so good at stealing from the 
Agrestes was because he was an Agreste. He never got caught because they didn't want him to get caught. 


Forget whatever Gabriel Agreste said, that night she was going to be there when Chat Noir showed up. 
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As soon as the last streaks of light had faded from the sky, Marinette headed out for the Agreste mansion, 
dodging puddles from the rainfall earlier in the afternoon. She wasn’t sure how she’d get in if Gabriel didn’t 
want her there. But if she was right about Chat Noir, there’d be a way for her to slip in unnoticed. 


Sure enough, when she reached the wall surrounding the property and circled it, something caught on a tree 
caught her eye. Upon closer observation, she could see it was a pamphlet from the cafe she had met Adrien in 
the last time they talked, tucked so it would look like the wind had blown it in there and gotten it stuck. 
Clever. When she turned around and shifted the ivy out of the way she found a secret entrance. She almost 
rolled her eyes at that. Of course the Agrestes would have a secret entrance. 


It led to a corridor and she followed it along, ignoring all the closed doors, until she came to one that stood 
slightly ajar. She pushed it open and stepped inside. 


A familiar figure stood at the balcony, facing away, but he stood up a little straighter when she closed the 
door behind her. 


“So I was right,” she couldn’t help but say as she approached and he turned around. “You’re Chat Noir.” 


There was something in saying it out loud and seeing the confirmation of it in the little quirk of his lips. She 
knew before, but now there was no denying it. Adrien Agreste was Chat Noir. 


“I knew you would figure it out. You are the best detective after all.” 


Marinette moved forwards so she was standing in the moonlight as well. “You wanted me to find out, didn’t 
you?” 


71 


“You tell me.” 
“This whole thing was your father’s idea, wasn't it? You've just had to go along with it.” 


“Well it hasn’t all been bad,” he grinned. “There's a certain thrill in breaking into your own house, I guess. 
Besides, I got to meet you, didn't I?” 


She stopped at that. “You’re the most amazing person I've ever met, Marinette,” he said so sincerely that it 
took her breath away. “You’re so smart, and determined and, well, if you're okay with it, I'd like to steal one 
last thing. Something more precious than anything I've stolen before.” 


She frowned. “I thought you said that none of your family treasures were important to you?” 


“They're not. The treasure I'm talking about...” His voice lowered to a whisper as he leaned a little closer. “... 
is your heart,” he finished. 


A tiny giggle escaped her and she raised an eyebrow. “Please don’t tell me you wrote the last card like that 
just so you could use that line.” 


“Maybe I did. Does it matter?” The two of them had unconsciously shifted even closer and their faces were 
only inches apart by then, but neither moved away. 


“Yes. It was so corny,” she laughed but she kissed him anyway. 
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As much as she wanted to focus on what the teacher was saying, Alya couldn’t help but give her attention 
away to something much more interesting that was going on directly next to her. The giggling is what first 
gave Marinette away. She finished up writing with a flourish and neatly folded the paper before passing it 
forward into Adrien’s waiting hand. Alya leaned forward in her seat, watching as Adrien unfolded the paper 
and chuckled softly as he read Marinette’s words. Quickly writing a reply, Adrien passed it back, meeting 
Marinette’s eyes for a moment with a completely love sick look on his face before turning back to the front of 
the classroom. 


“What was that,” Alya asked, leaning closer to Marinette. 
Marinette unfolded the paper he had returned and shrugged. “Nothing.” 


“No, I mean, since when did you have the confidence to just hand your crush a note in 
the middle of class,” Alya said.” And, since when did Adrien Agreste start looking at you like that?” 


“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Marinette said as she slipped the note into her bag. 


Just as Alya was about to ask another question, the bell rang. As Marinette was gathering her things from her 
desk, Alya quickly reached into her bag and pulled out the note, slipping it into her pocket just as Marinette 
turned her attention back to her. 


“See you tomorrow.” Marinette smiled and stood up from her seat walking to the front of the classroom. Alya 
watched as Adrien joined her, the pair smiling sheepishly at one another. This behavior seemed normal at a 
first glance, as Adrien had always been oblivious to Marinette’s feelings for him and oblivious to the fact that 
he had feelings for Marinette at all, but that just made the fact that they so easily took each other’s hands and 
walked out of the classroom together an astonishing thing in itself. 


“Hey, Nino,” Alya said as she exited the classroom and pulled her boyfriend aside. "Did Adrien say anything 
to you about he and Marinette being- I don’t know- a couple?” 


Nino quirked an eyebrow. “I haven’t noticed anything out of the ordinary, but you know those two, if they 


were together there would be nothing stopping them from screaming how much they love each at the top of 
their lungs to the entire world all the time.” 
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Alya nodded as if in agreement, but the gesture was done on autopilot. Her mind was somewhere else, 
specifically the note that was sitting in her back pocket. As she and Nino made it the front of the school, ready 
to head their separate ways, Alya gave Nino a kiss on the cheek and waved goodbye to him as she walked 
down the street towards her family’s apartment. As soon as her back was turned to him, Alya reached into her 
back pocket and pulled the note back out. 


She read it once. Twice. The only thing that the note seemed to contain was a time, a place, and cheeky little 
sign off of “see you then, my lady” with a little paw print doodled next to it. Alya’s eyes narrowed and lit up 
in recognition. Quickly, she pulled out her phone, scrolling through the extensive pages of the ladyblog before 
finding exactly what she was looking for. The rooftop regularly visited by Paris’s superheroes matched the 
address that Adrien had written on the note. This, plus the fact that everyone knew that Chat Noir’s favored 
nickname for his partner was “my lady” left Alya with one conclusion, and, oh boy, was she going tear into 
her friends for not sharing this amazing secret with her sooner. 


The next day at school, Alya made sure to trail Adrien and Marinette outside after school until the two were 
separated. She didn’t know how she hadn’t noticed before that the pair was acting like two lovesick puppies 
around each other, but the sheer amount of affection between them made Alya both terrified and little bit 
jealous of their relationship. She didn’t know if it was going to be possible to separate them for a long enough 
amount of time for her to corner Adrien and get him to confess that he was, indeed, Chat Noir, and that he did 
indeed give the note to Ladybug, who happened to be his girlfriend and Alya’s best friend. 


As luck would have it, Marinette had somehow managed to sneak off during lunch to do something that, Alya 
suspected, related to a red and black spotted spandex suit. Alya hid behind the stairs and watched the shoes 
that came down the steps, her eyes lighting up as she recognized the monstrosity of orange sneakers with the 
Gabriel label printed on the side. Adrien was alone, thankfully, and it was easy enough to drag him off when 
she caught him by surprise. 


Adrien yelped as Alya pushed him into a corner, but didn’t fight back. 


“Okay let’s cut to the chase,” Alya said as she reached into her back pocket, pulling out the note, which was 
now slightly crumpled. “I know this is your handwriting, I know you gave this to Marinette, and I know that 
Ladybug and Chat Noir met on the rooftop of this exact address last 
night, so why don’t you save me the trouble and admit that you’re Chat 
Noir right now?” 


Adrien paused for a moment, considering his answer, and then just 
nodded. “Alright, Pm not going to lie to you. You're completely 
correct.” 


Alya groaned in frustration as the realization that this entire time she’d 
been chasing around and writing about her two friends on a very 
dedicated and extensive blog, but at the same time pumped the air with 
her fist, happy that she had been right. “Oh, Marinette is so going to get 
an earful from me.” 


“Alya, please don’t confront her about this okay,” Adrien pleaded. “Let 
me talk to her first, otherwise she’s going to totally freak out, and I 
don’t want that to ruin your friendship.” 
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“I’m not going to pretend that I don’t know,” Alya said, crossing 
her arms over her chest. 


“I know, I know,” Adrien sighed. “And, you don’t have to. Look, 
just meet her at the park outside of the bakery tomorrow. Six 
o’clock. Okay?” 


“TIl go, but I better get some answers from her. Otherwise, you 
and I are going to have another one of these meetings and it’s 
going to be way less pleasant,” Alya said. By the time they walked 
away from each other, Adrien seemed more nervous than before 
and Alya was practically fuming. 


If she were being honest, she was still fuming at six o’clock the 
next day as she sat waiting for Marinette to show up. Her leg 
bounced and Alya couldn’t stop glancing around the park, looking 
for Marinette and half expecting her to drop out of the sky and 
land in a heroic pose. Marinette’s actual entrance was nothing like that. She walked casually and took a seat 
next to Alya on the bench without a word. It took her a moment before she spoke. 


“So, you know,” Marinette said, looking down at her lap. 
Alya nodded. “I know.” 


“If you waited another day I would have told you myself,” Marinette said. “Still, I should have expected this. 
You always were on the lookout for our true identities.” 


“I’m not going to tell anyone,” Alya said. 


“I know you aren't, Alya. That’s why I trust you.” Marinette continued to speak as she reached into her bag. 
“And, because I trust you, I’m giving you this.” 


Alya looked down at what was in Marinette’s hand and recognized 
it immediately. The black box with red markings was not one she 
would easily forget, because it held something precious. Alya 
reached out with trembling hands, almost like she was afraid 
Marinette was going to snatch it away before she could take it and 
all of this would be revealed to be just some deluded dream. 


“Adrien and I were planning on telling you and Nino our identities 
when we made you permanent members of the team,” Marinette 
said. “In fact, Adrien is telling Nino right now.” 


“T-” Alya tried to get the words out, but she choked up. “I don’t 
know what to say.” 


“You don’t have to say anything,” Marinette said. “You guys 
deserve this.” 


75 


Alya opened the lid of the box and slipped the necklace on, and with a familiar burst of light Trixx appeared. 
The Kwami smiled as they greeted their wielder before flying up and settling on Alya’s shoulder, hiding 
behind part of her hair from any onlookers. 


“So, what do you say,” Marinette said. “You want to go meet the boys for patrol?” 
Alya couldn’t say no, and soon she felt that familiar exhilaration of jumping across the rooftops of Paris. 


Anytime she could transform, it was a memorable experience, but now, sitting and watching the sunset with 
her friends from one of the best views in the city, she knew it was a moment she would never forget. 
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“Adrien? Adrien, where are you?” The silence was filled with a concerned voice. Recognizing the voice of 
his raven haired partner, he quickly called her over to where he was laying. 


Mari! Pm over here!” 


He heard light footsteps patting across the old wood. If it wasn't for his excellently trained ears, one would 
doubt he could hear the oncoming footsteps at all. 


“Adrien! You cannot just disappear like that! You had me worried! You're fortunate I knew about this spot or 
you would’ve been out of luck.” The petite girl finally came into his full view, hands on hips, scowling at 
him. Her large bluebell eyes told him something different, she was concerned and scared. The fear was not 
just for herself, but mostly for him. 


Mari has always been selfless like that. 

"We've been on the run for years now! Imagine if it wasn’t me who found you?” Tears started to form in her 
eyes, her voice cracking as she eventually started speaking again. “Everything we’ve built, and everything 
we’ve worked for would have been destroyed!” 

He quickly jumped up and pulled her into a hug, just as she sunk to the ground, bringing him with her. She 
immediately clutched to him like a lifeline. She may be small, but she definitely has the strength to make up 
for it. 

They held each other for only a few minutes, but what ended up feeling like hours. If you hadn’t known them 
you would’ve thought they were lovers reuniting after war. But sadly they were only runaways. One, a kind 


peasant, and the other, a lonely prince. 


“We need to get ready for the ball, Mari.” He slowly broke away from the long-lasting hug, moving to hold 
her in front of his face. 


“Did you contact Chat Noir like I asked?” 
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Of course, he already knew. He was Chat Noir for goodness sakes. 


“Yes, I managed to. He said that the plan sounded good,” he quickly replied, “Did you get the chance to speak 
to Ladybug about our predicament?” 


Her eyes flashed quickly from amusement to something he couldn't quite figure out. 
“Yes, I was able to catch her. She agreed to our plan, as well.” 


“Then I guess it’s settled,” he said, helping her up from where they were seated on the cold wood of the 
abandoned barn, “We have a ball to crash!” 


“Are you sure that these are good enough disguises?” The blond-haired boy turned towards the elegantly 
dressed female, chuckling as if she just told him a hilarious joke. 


“Of course our disguises are good enough! You’re the one who designed them silly.” 
“I know, I just, what if they’re not good enough and we get caught and-“ 
The raven-haired girl was subtly cut off by the firm hand of the boy next to her. 


“Everything will be fine, Mari! We’ve got Lady Luck on our side, I know it! And if anything, we have Chat 
Noir and Ladybug to back us up.” 


There seemed to be a slight crack in her resolve at the mention of Chat Noir. Did she not like him or 
something? She quickly went back to her chipper self. 


He inspected her further for any other hints as to what she was thinking. As he was doing this, he took the 
time to truly appreciate his partner’s craftsmanship. 


She wore an elegant dark red design flowing down to her ankles, with hints of midnight black accents 
throughout the dress. 


Wow, he thought, she truly is amazing. 


He quickly averted his eyes once he noticed she was looking at him with a strange glint in her eye, almost an 
amusement of sorts. 


Why are you staring at me so intensely?” 
He felt his face heat up, and he quickly averted his eyes from her bluebell ones. 


Why am I getting fuzzy inside? Was it weird that I was staring? I was just admiring her work and looking at 
her deep blue hair sway in the wind and- 


“Hello! Adrien are you in there?” 
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He suddenly snapped out of his stupor to see her hand frantically waving in front of his face. He reached his 
hand out to catch hers and brought it to his lips. 


Her small calloused hand seemed to fit perfectly into his own. 


Something about this feels familiar. I’ve never held Mari’s hand before but it feels like I’ve done it a hundred 
times. What does this mean? 


He brought their hands, still intertwined, down to their sides as he started to pull the clumsy girl along. 
“Let’s go, m’lady!” 

“What did you just call me?” 

He halted when he realized that he just called Mari the name he used for his Lady. 

Marinette herself seemed quite surprised, but also intrigued, as if starting to put together a puzzle. 


There were a few moments of awkward silence between the pair before she hooked her arm through his, 
continuing their walk as if nothing had happened. 


“Nevermind,” she interjected, “I just- you sounded a lot like someone I knew back there.” 


Does she know Chat better than I thought she does? Have I saved her and forgotten about it? The only person 
who knows about that nickname is Ladybug. But Mari couldn t possibly be Ladybug. Right? 


After the awkwardness of the earlier scene, Marinette decided that ‘m’lady’ was quite a common name to be 
called in this day and age. However, it was strange how similar he sounded to Chat. 


Maybe Adrien is Chat’s long lost relative or something like that! Of course! That has to be it! 


She continued walking with Adrien by her side. Ever since helping him run away, she’d grown close to the 
once-prince. She still had a crush on him, but she’s able to control it. 


There’s no time for distractions when being chased by royalty. Not even an extremely handsome and perfect 
blond boy! 


She’d had to admit, running away with Adrien was one of the best choices she’d ever made. Her parents 
understood what she was doing and even helped a bit. They had supplied rations to the pair for survival 
purposes. 

Her friends had all gathered and given her parting gifts, even though they all knew she’d be back eventually. 


(In Alya’s case more like hoping she’d come back with Adrien under her wing and as the new Queen.) 


A girl can dream. 
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No! Focus Marinette! It's either tonight or never! This is our final chance to get Gabriel off the throne! 
After the disappearance of Gabriel’s wife, Emilie, he’d gone nearly mad. Waging war on every available 
country, as well as neglecting his people and fellow palace workers. Everyone in the town wished to 
overthrow him, but none had ever been brave enough to stand up to his terrible ways. 


When she first became the vigilante Ladybug, she’d just wanted to help stop crimes in the village. 


After meeting her now-partner Chat Noir, she knew that together they would be destined for greater things 
than simply jailing petty thieves. 


When she first met him on a rooftop, she’d originally thought he was some robber. After calming her down 
and quite a bit of banter between the two, he’d revealed that he wanted to be a vigilante like her. 


And using her knowledge and craftsmanship, she’d created their suits. 


I remember the day clearly. Chat had met me on our usual rooftop wearing his shabby slacks and cotton 
mask. When I told him I'd had a surprise for him and pulled out the suit I'd stitched he looked overjoyed. 
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As much as she missed those old days when everything was carefree and she didn’t have to worry about 
making little mistakes, she knew that now the really important work was happening. Helping civilians in 
small matters was useful, but finally stopping the King’s reign would be fantastic! 

And Adrien could finally live the life he’s always wanted. 

They both arrived at the doors of the ballroom where everything would go down. 


“Are you ready?” 


“Always.” 


He pushed open the door to the ballroom and heard a gasp beside him at the elegant view in front of them. 
He quickly glanced over at her to see her completely awestruck expression. 


I guess living here all my life has made me immune to such extravagant things. Mari on the other hand has 
probably never seen something like this before. 


“It’s beautiful right?” he whispered to her. 
“It’s not just beautiful, it’s magnificent! Just being here is giving me inspiration!” 
That’s Mari for you, always having designs on her mind, even on a mission to overthrow the King. 


“Shall we?” He reached his hand out to her and led her into the ballroom. 


“It’s almost time Mari.” 


“I know Adrien, I'm just nervous you know?” Her face suddenly turned into a more panicked expression, 
“The whole fate of the kingdom is in our hands and if we mess up everyone's gonna hate us forever and-“ 


“Shhhh,” He cut off her rambling with a finger to her mouth. “Trust in yourself, and trust in Ladybug and 
Chat Noir.” 


That seemed to calm her down quite a bit. 
“It’s go time Mari.” 
She bit her lip and gingerly broke away from him to find Ladybug. 


He went in the opposite direction to go ‘find’ Chat Noir. He was actually more surprised no one had 
recognized him yet. 


I mean, I’m not a kid anymore. It’s been almost three years since I'd escaped that tragic castle. I have changed 
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quite a bit. 


He started to pull off the dress suit he was wearing, revealing his vigilante suit just underneath. Just as he was 
about to finish taking the suit off he heard a muffled gasp. 


He turned with wide eyes to see two bluebell eyes watching him. 


Those eyes belonging to the one and only Marinette. Only it wasn’t Marinette. It was Ladybug, with her mask 
still off. 


“Kitty?” 
“Bug?” 


Without knowledge to any of the fellow partygoers, two of their most beloved heroes had just learned 
something extremely important about one another. 


Each other’s identities. 


“Well, this is quite ironic,” he chuckled nervously as she started to shift from foot to foot. “We’ve been close 
all this time!” 


Her eyes suddenly lit up with realization. 


“So that’s why it felt so familiar when you called me m’lady! That must also be why your hand felt so normal 
in mine!” 


“So I guess this whole time I was pinning after my lady and... my lady.” 
"Haha yea- wait what!” 


“Yeah so um,” he started to rub the back of his neck. “I kinda had a crush on you and Ladybug. Funny right? I 
fell for you and your alter ego. Well now I know I’m not worthy of either so 1’m just gonna-“ 


“No! Don’t you realize, silly kitty, I’ve fallen for both sides of you as well. Maybe that just means that we’re 
not just meant to be partners in crime, but also partners in life.” 


A comfortable silence fell across them. 


Adrien was the first to break it by remembering the whole reason why they were there in the first place. He 
quickly finished getting dressed before shaking the stunned girl. 


“Mari, you gotta get that mask on, we gotta go.” 
“Wait! But what now? We know each other's identities!” 


“We take on the world.” 
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Story By: Carrot Face 


During an intense battle against Hawkmoth, Ladybug hears the blipping of her earrings, a warning that she 
needs to regain her energy. “Crap, Cat Noir! Try to hold up against him!” 


Ladybug runs off into a nearby alley, not having enough time to check if anyone else was there. 
“Spots Off!” Ladybug exclaimed. 


Just then, Tikki comes flying out of one of the Ladybug earrings, hovering before Marinette’s face as she 
hands Tikki a macaron. 


“Eat up, we don’t have much time...” Marinette pants. 


After Tikki refuels her energy, Marinette transforms, and Alya’s mouth hangs open in shock after witnessing 
her best friend change into her idol right before her eyes. 


“T knew it! All along, Ladybug had to be a girl our age!” Alya gives herself a moment of victory be 


celebrating with a small dance, then she runs back home, thinking about everything that’s happened that 
could have tied Marinette to Ladybug 
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Later that night, Alya texts Marinette before bed. 
Alya: “So, Pm assuming you heard about Ladybug and Hawkmoth today, right?” 
Marinette: “Why yes, who wouldn’t have heard of it?” 
Alya: “I’m glad you didn’t get hurt! Well, I’m off to bed, night!” 


Alya shuts off her phone and gives herself a good night’s rest before school tomorrow, meanwhile, Marinette 
lays in bed with raging confusion. 


During class the next day, Alya decides to head to her locker to kill some time. On her way to her locker, she 
hears two voices, one human-like and the other rather squeaky and whiney for a high school student. 
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Curiously, she sneaks over and it's Adrien Agreste chatting with Plagg. 
“A kwami.. that can only mean...” she said to herself silently. 


“Listen, Plagg, just hide before someone sees you!" Adrien replies in a stern tone as he hides Plagg in his shirt 
pocket. He then turns back to head to class when he bumps into Alya. 


"Hey, Alya... how long have you been standing there?" Adrien hesitantly asks. 


“Let’s just say that the cat is out of the bag now," she replies in a cunning manner. “Don't worry, your secret 
is safe with me,” she whispers in his ear. 


Adrien’s eyes jolt open in shock as Alya walks away with a smug look on her face as she heads back to class. 
Soon after, Adrien walks into the classroom and of course, Marinette can’t take her eyes off of him as he 
walks past her. Alya nudges Marinette and shows her a picture of Cat Noir then points to Adrien, gesturing to 
Marinette about Adrien’s superhero identity. 

Later that day, Marinette is pacing back and forth in her room as Alya sits there. 


“HOW COULD I HAVE BEEN SO OBLIVIOUS?!" Marinette asks herself. 


“Well, the masks and costumes fooled everyone, don’t feel bad about it,” Alya says as she pats Marinette's 
shoulder. 


“He likes me and neither of us knew at all!" Marinette yells. 
“Don’t worry girl, I’ve already got plans for a date...” Alya smirks and pulls her phone out. 


“A DATE?! I COULD NEVER-“ 
Suddenly, Alya interrupts Marinette mid-sentence. “Done, I just texted Adrien and he’s down for it!” 


Marinette lets out a shriek of joy and embarrassment as she buries her head into her pillow. 


Alya pats Marinette on the shoulder. “You’ll thank me later, girl!” 
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The next day, Marinette bumps into Adrien, all flustered because she couldn’t stop thinking about their date. 
“Adrien, uhm... hey!” Marinette places a hand behind her head and giggles nervously. 
“Hey, Marinette, excited for Saturday?” Adrien replies calmly. 


Marinette lets out a series of stutters and shrieks until Adrien interrupts, “I'll be at your place at five-thirty to 
pick you up.” Adrien pats Marinette on the shoulder as he walks past her, heading to class. 


Marinette walks to class and sits next to Alya as Marinette bites her bottom lip out of nervousness, her face a 
deep shade of red while she couldn’t stop thinking about Saturday. 
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Alya pats Marinette on the back. "You're welcome, girl,” Alya says with a smug face. 
Throughout the entire class period, Marinette couldn't help but turn back at Adrien just to catch a glimpse of 
his emerald green eyes as he would occasionally look back, smiling and waving which Marinette would 
nervously wave back, quivering slightly. 

“Get yourself together girl, you don’t wanna freak him out!” Alya whispers to Marinette. 
“Adrien...” Marinette's voice quivers. 


Alya facepalms and shakes Marinette out of her fantasy world, sending her back into the classroom. 


“Gahh! What? Yes! I’m here!” Marinette shrieks and raises her hand during the middle of class, causing 
everyone to look at her and giggle. 


“Yes, Marinette, I’ve taken attendance already... 30 minutes ago.” Mrs. Bustier resumes the class lesson. 
“Finally, you’ve been staring at Adrien for the past half hour.” Alya averts her attention back to the teacher. 


Marinette completes her classwork in embarrassment until class is over. 
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During lunch, Marinette and Alya sit at a table across from Adrien as the two girls discuss the date on 
Saturday. 


“So, are you gonna tell him?” Alya whispers to Marinette. 

“Tell him wha...-” 

Alya interrupts by whispering back into Marinette’s ear. 

“OH! Well... 1f it comes up in conversation...” Marinette giggles with Alya as she looks up at Alya. 

The bell rings and the students all head back to their classes, Marinette and Alya find themselves squirming 
with excitement because the school day is almost over. Finally, the dismissal bell had rings, and everyone 
walks out of the building to either head home or hang out with their friends. Of course, Marinette and Alya 


had been excited for other reasons. 


Walking back to Marinette’s house, both girls couldn’t stop talking about the date with Adrien on Saturday. 
Alya did most of the talking, and Marinette’s face began to glow a bright shade of red. 


“We have plenty of time to figure out everything!” Alya counted on her fingers as she made a list. “What 
you’re gonna wear, what you guys are gonna do, etcetera...” Alya kept going on and on. 


“There are so many things to consider that I haven’t even thought about yet! What would I do without you 
Alya?” Marinette whines, throwing herself onto Alya. 
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Finally, the two girls head upstairs into Marinette’s room, discussing every single little detail about Saturday’s 
date with Adrien. Hours pass by, and Alya eventually heads back home. Even though both girls sleep in their 
own beds that night, Marinette could barely rest knowing that tomorrow would be the day of her dreams that 
she has been waiting for, for so long. 
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Early Saturday morning, Marinette woke up from her hard slumber and stretched out, yawning. 


“Yay, it’s Saturday...” she says sleepily. “I wonder what- ALYA! What are you doing here?!” Marinette's 
eyes bulge as they land on Alya who is standing at the edge of the bed. 


Marinette jumps back a bit as she watched Alya scatter clothes around Marinette’s closet. 
“You can never be too early!” Alya replies in a happy tone. Marinette squints her eyes at Alya and pouts her 


lips. “Your parents let me in when I told them about today,” Alya giggles while Marinette heads to the 
bathroom to wake herself up more. 


Not long after, Marinette comes out of the bathroom and goes to the kitchen to have breakfast while Alya 
rambles to her about the date. 


“But anyway, I'll be there to help you two, and make sure everything runs smoothly!” Alya says as she 
places her hands on her hips confidently. 


“Thanks, Alya!” 


She hugs Alya and goes to her room to change for the date. About 10 minutes later, she comes back down and 
swirls her dress around. 


“What do you think?” Marinette asks hesitantly. 
“Too brightly colored...” Alya comments. 
Marinette goes to change and comes back down several minutes with a different dress. 


“Wow, you’re not going to a funeral, are you?” Alya giggles as Marinette stomps back up the stairs, coming 
back down with a pastel-pink dress, black under-leggings, and flat shoes. 


Alya’s mouth drops wide open in shock. “Perfect!” Alya claps slightly. 


After Marinette has picked out her outfit, Alya grabs Marinette’s hand and runs up to the bedroom with her, 
sitting Marinette down on a chair. 


“Now, time for hair!" Alya says excitedly. About half an hour passes by as Alya puts Marinette’s hair up in 
various ways, then lets Marinette’s hair down. 


“It’s not everyday Adrien sees you with your hair down, so this would make him feel special!” Alya spins 
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Marinette around to face the mirror. 
“Wow, Alya, you’re a miracle worker!” Marinette gazes at her reflection, feeling like a whole new person. 


“Now, we must perform the practice date!” Alya grabs Marinette’s hand and darts outside where a table is set 
up just like it would be at a fancy restaurant. Juleka and Rose are acting as waitresses. 


“Oh gosh, you guys, I appreciate the help but I think I got this,” Marinette says shyly. 
“Oh no no no, you need this, trust us!” 


Juleka and Rose hand out imitation menus to Alya and Marinette. Once the “date” was started, Alya deepens 
her voice to imitate Adrien’s. 


“So, what are you ordering?” Juleka mocks as Marinette looks down into the fake menu. Marinette couldn't 
help herself but laugh. 


“I’m sorry! It’s just your voice!” She keeps giggling hysterically as Alya stares at her with intense seriousness 
in her face. 


“Well we don’t have much time before the date, I guess it’s just up to you now...” Alya sighs. 

About two hours pass by, and before she knows it, it’s already five-thirty, and Marinette is standing outside 
the bakery as she frantically checks the time on her phone, waiting for Adrien’s arrival. Eventually, Adrien 
and his bodyguard pull up in front of Marinette. Like the kind gentleman that Adrien is, he opens the car door 
for Marinette. 

“After you, milady!” Adrien gestures Marinette into the car. 

Marinette giggles as her face reddens slightly. She gets into the car and sits in the backseat with Adrien. 


“So, any plan for tonight?” she asks hesitantly while looking away nervously. 


“Well I got us a reservation at Le Grand Paris, then we can go to Andre’s ice cream stand afterward,” Adrien 
replies cheekily. 


Soon after, the car parks in front of Le Grand Paris, Adrien’s bodyguard leads Adrien and Marinette inside the 
building, where they then take their seats in the restaurant. Marinette looks around at the fancy interior and 
notices Alya watching from the kitchen alongside her mother who works at the restaurant. 


Marinette and Adrien manage to have a full-blown conversation without Marinette hesitating one bit. They 
feed each other like lovers and once their meal is finished, they walk to Andre’s where they order a single 


cone of ice cream with a scoop of blackberry and a scoop of peppermint ice cream. 


Marinette pulls Adrien into a secluded area and makes sure nobody is watching, which then she confesses a 
secret to Adrien. 
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“I can’t wait any longer, I’ve been wanting to tell you this but... Pm Ladybug. Tikki, spots on!” Marinette 
exclaimed. 


Right before Adrien’s eyes, Marinette transformed into his biggest idol, Ladybug. 
“Well, Pm Cat Noir, Plagg claws out!” 

Adrien transforms into Cat Noir, then the two of them return to their normal selves. 
“Wow, to think we’ve been in love with each other this whole time...” she said. 


Marinette gazes deep into Adrien’s eyes as they draw closer to each other, sharing a tender, passionate kiss on 
the lips. 
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Story by: Brandon 1} 


There was never time to rest. Marinette could feel herself stretching thin as she tried to balance school, her 
friendships, her emerging fashion career, and actually being able to sleep. Hawkmoth had been sending 
akumas out at least twice a day, every day for the past three weeks, and often more. 


Transforming increasingly brought a sick feeling to her stomach and a headache for both her and Tikki. 
Apparently kwamis could get headaches despite their arguable qualifications in the corporeal department. 
Who knew? 

“Marinette...” an abstractly familiar voice called. “Marinette!” 


She shook herself back to full consciousness. “Hm? ‘M awake.” 


“No,” Alya said. “You aren’t. What’s been going on with you lately? It’s like you can’t even keep your head 
up for a single class anymore.” 


Marinette chuckled wryly to herself, unable to even muster the strength to make it audible. If only she knew. 
But she couldn’t know. None of them could. That secret wore on her sometimes, beyond just the physical 
exhaustion. She didn’t like secrets, but somehow she always wound up with more of them. 


She blinked. Alya was waving her hand in her face. When had that started? 


“You never answered. You really must not be feeling well,” Alya said, concern written in every crease of her 
forehead. “You gotta get some sleep, girl.” 


The worst part was that she agreed with Alya. 


By the end of the day, her head felt like it was filled with wool and concrete. Normally, she would have talked 
to Nino or Adrien as they hung out in front of the school waiting for Adrien’s ride, but today she felt like she 
couldn’t carry on a conversation to save her life. Oddly enough, Adrien looked fairly worn-down too. Maybe 
he - 
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No. She couldn’t follow that thought. She could never follow that thought. 
That didn’t stop it from wriggling in the back of her head until she got home. 


It never did. 


Adrien mimed along the conversation with Nino, barely there. He tried his hardest, but it just...wasn’t 
possible. He could see, always, the fights. The stress. The raw fear of the akuma battles. Awake or asleep, it 
haunted him. That all-consuming fear; the fear of what if. What if he was hurt too badly to move? What if he 
actually did have his Miraculous stolen and his identity was revealed? What if Ladybug was hurt? Who was 
Ladybug anyway? Was it- 


The honk of a car’s horn cut him off. For the best, honestly. He still remembered Fu’s warning. The man 
might not be Guardian anymore, but who knew what knowledge the new one had? Or power? Maybe enough 
to know, somehow, if he even let himself think all the way through that line of reasoning. 

Weirder things had happened. 

The horn sounded again, and it jostled him from his thoughts. Gorilla waved to him, urging him forward. 
That distance may as well have been a world away, and the effort of lifting his feet felt a Herculean feat for 


each step. 


If only he could get some restful sleep, calm sleep; his recent nightmares were doing him no favors. 
Maybe today would be the day. Maybe not. 


Probably not. 


Marinette climbed her ladder, somewhat lethargically, but it was rote enough to her that she didn’t feel as if 
she was risking falling at all, gratefully flopping into her bed. Maybe she’d finally be able to sleep...only she 
couldn’t. Her head wouldn’t stop whirling: adrenaline from the constant fights, pain from the things the 
Charm just couldn’t fix instantly, and that unfortunate nagging voice in the back of her head that she couldn’t 
afford to pay any attention to. 


She rolled out of bed and woke her computer. She might as well get some work done if she couldn’t sleep, but 
that plan was immediately upended as a news alert flashed on her browser: AKUMA SPOTTED, it read. 
DOWNTOWN MYSTERIOUSLY DESERTED followed it up, because it could never be a harmless 


akumatization. 


She sighed. Of course there was an akuma. Just one more day in that unending chain. “Tikki, spots on,” she 
called. 


Marinette, in her exhaustion, failed entirely to notice the sad look Tikki gave her as they transformed. 
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Adrien raised his hand to the handle of his father’s door, hesitating thanks to the repeated insistence that 
Gabriel not be bothered while he was working, but before he could commit either way, Nathalie pulled it open 
from the other side, forcing him to step back as she levelled one of her cold looks at him. “You know your 
father is busy, Adrien. Whatever you need to ask him can wait.” 


Adrien sighed as she motioned for him to leave, clearly intent on staying there to make sure he didn’t go in 
anyway and trudged back to his room. “Why can’t I ever talk to him, Plagg?” he asked, turning his television 
on to hide noises. “It’s like he’s not even there.” 


Plagg’s response was cut off by the akuma alert blaring from the sound system. Adrien sighed again, his 
disappointment muting even the excitement of seeing Ladybug. 
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Hawkmoth grinned in his butterfly-laden observatory. He hadn’t needed to enlist help to make this 
akumatization happen. The rush of using his powers compounded on his personal feeling of victory. Displacer 
was his finest creation yet, with strict instructions to send Ladybug and Chat Noir directly to him. If he could 
face them on his own, he could finally have his wish. And he could finally see his wife again. 
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This new villain was tough, she had to give him that much. Being warped randomly every time you landed a 
hit was disorienting at best. 


Chat popped into being next to her, light pooling around him, looking like he had chosen to be there, 
somehow keeping his suave attitude in place. “Funny running into you here, m’lady.” 


Ladybug rolled her eyes. “Tell me you know where the akuma is, Chat.” 


He didn’t answer. 


Iwas so close! Chat thought, angry at himself for not being just that much faster with his blow. But no, he 
hadn’t made it. At least then he’d have had some satisfaction about being warped somewhere random. 


But something about this area tickled at the back of his mind. He couldn’t put his fingers on it, but there was 
just something...and then it hit him. Ladybug’s words faded into a buzz at the back of his mind even as they 
were spoken. That window...the pattern on it, the view out of it. His world narrowed to just that window. 
No. It couldn’t be. 


This couldn’t be his house. 
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That would mean - 
That would mean... 


Adrien fell to his knees, a desperate loop of denial coursing through his body, eyes still seeing nothing more 
than the window’s pattern. It could not be. 


Nothing. His eyes didn’t even flicker toward her. He’d never done this before. Normally, he was steady as the 
ground under her feet 9and more than the ground in some cases. Normally, he didn’t just curl up on the 
ground, eyes unfocused. Normally...normally he could keep her going. 


“Ah, hello, little Ladybug,” a sinister voice, the voice of her nightmares, said from behind her. “You appear to 
be slightly lost. May I offer some...assistance? No great cost, I assure you.” 


Even his voice curling around her ears made her feel like she needed a bath. 
“What did you do to him, Hawkmoth?” 
“Who, your little friend? I didn’t do anything to him. But this will make taking his Miraculous much easier.” 


Ladybug stood from where she’d kneeled beside Chat Noir and planted her feet. “You can try, but we both 
know how this ends.” Hawkmoth smirked. “We’ll see about that.” 


Hawkmoth could have shouted with joy. He’d done it. Displacer had brought them here. He finally had his 
chance to ensure the job was done right. He couldn’t care less what had happened to Chat Noir. If he stayed 
down forever, so much the better. He was almost there. 


All he had to do was seize his moment. 


Hawkmoth’s cane thrust forward and was batted away repeatedly, a complex dance weaving over and around 
Chat Noir’s still-catatonic body, the experiences of every battle he’d brought into being distilled into smooth 
maneuver after skilled deflection, each movement almost choreographed in its perfection. Despite the reach 
advantage Hawkmoth had over Ladybug, she held her own. Despite the age advantage Ladybug had over 
Hawkmoth, he too held his own. 


Until Chat Noir groaned. 
The unexpected noise set Ladybug off her balance as she tried to both look at him to ensure he was alright 


and deflect a swing from Hawkmoth. Her yo-yo scraped along the side of his cane, failing entirely to deflect 
it like she had so many times before, and it continued its swing around to thwack solidly against her head, 
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disorienting her and causing no small amount of pain. Hawkmoth, elating internally both from his first 
successful blow and still running off the joy of finally having the Miraculous as good as in his hands, seized 
the opportunity in that failed deflection and kicked Ladybug in the shoulder, bowling her over and away from 
the Miraculous on Chat Noir’s finger. He realized his mistake as a black-gloved hand reached up and grabbed 
his leg before he could put it back on the floor. 


How could he have not seen it? It had been so long, but he had been so blind. That window...it was his house. 
Hawkmoth...was his father. He reeled from that knowledge but knew if he couldn’t do something about it 
now, he’d never be able to do it. He pulled the leg he’d grabbed in that impulsive moment, yanking 
Hawkmoth to the ground. 

“Father,” he whispered. “Why are you doing this?” 

Hawkmoth’s shock was evident even through his mask. “What is this trickery?” he hissed. “I have no son!” 


Adrien shook his head. “Plagg, claws in.” 


He could feel Plagg’s disapproval, but this was the right thing to do. 


Ladybug shook her head, trying to shed the heavy feeling from Hawkmoth’s blow. What she was seeing 
couldn’t be real. They weren’t supposed to know each other’s identities. He couldn’t be transforming back. 
She had worked so hard to keep herself from knowing. He couldn’t be putting it all out there right now. And 
for what? Was he going to just hand his Miraculous over to Hawkmoth? 


“Adri - Chat! What are you doing?” she yell-whispered. He waved back at her, somehow managing to pack 
confidence into such a simple gesture. Luckily, he didn’t seem to notice her slip. 


Gabriel looked at the man - no, the boy - above him. How could he have ever thought Chat Noir was an adult? 
He was a boy. His son. 


Adrien was Chat Noir. 
And he knew. 


Gabriel wept, then, for all the things he had done to his son in pursuit of getting his wife back. It wasn’t worth 
it. He’d lost himself in the grief and the greed. 


He transformed back, starting to lever himself up before his shoulder gave out and he collapsed onto his back 
again. “I’m so sorry, Adrien,” he muttered, still desperately trying to convince himself that it was worth it. 


He knew it wasn’t, and he knew it wouldn’t be enough. 
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Adrien’s thoughts froze as his father called him by name. It was real. This wasn’t some hallucination, no 
delusion born of an akuma’s abilities. Tears spilled from his eyes, both for what he was about to do and for 
everything that he’d been put through. He knelt next to his father and put his hand on Gabriel's shoulder. “I’m 
sorry, father.” 


Gabriel shook his head, breath hitching and each word sounding pained. “I should be...apologizing to you. 
Not you...to me.” 


Adrien cut him off before he could go further. “Not for the fights. For this,” he said, reaching over and ripping 
the brooch off his collar. 


He turned, walking over to where Lady - no, he could call her by her right name now, he could let himself see 
that they were the same - where Marinette stood. 


“Keep this, would you, Marinette?” he winked. 


Ladybug had to fight to keep her face straight. “Who is Marinette?” 


Chat, no, Adrien - she’d have to work at letting herself admit that - smiled a little. “You never changed your 
hair. I couldn’t think about it before, but here we are.” 


Marinette nodded. “It’s all on the table now. Tikki, spots off.” 


The future was waiting. 
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“This can’t be happening.” Marinette leaned over the side of the boat and watched as bubbles rose to the 
surface. “Please tell me that I did not just drop our only way back to shore into the lake.” 


“You mean there isn’t a second oar somewhere on this boat?” Adrien looked around before settling himself 
back onto his bench. “Who designed this thing? My dad?” 


What?” 
“Never mind.” 


“I’m so sorry! I’m sucha klutz!" Marinette put her face in her hands and tried not to cry. "I can’t do 
anything right.” 


Adrien shot her a sympathetic look. “Accidents happen, and I’m sure that the second the class realizes we’re 
missing, the bus will come back for us.” 


“But that could take hours! Everyone was half asleep when they got onto the bus, and they're not going to 
realize that we’re missing until they get back to the school.” 


“If only our phones had service in the middle of the lake. That would solve all of our problems.” 


“This is a disaster.” Marinette sat down on her bench and groaned. "At least no one was Akumatized this 
time.” 


“Yeah, our class definitely has a bad track record with Akumas showing up on field trips.” Adrien rested his 
elbows on his knees, propped his chin on his hands, and sighed. “If only Ladybug were here. She’d know 


what to do.” 


“Ladybug?” Marinette’s heart fluttered at his praise for her alter-ego. “Y-you really sink though? I 
mean...think so?” 


“Of course!” A soft yet longing expression washed over his features. “Even when she doesn’t know what to 
do right away, she manages to figure it out in the end. Something like this would be a no brainer for her.” 


You're right!” Marinette shook away her insecurities and began scanning her surroundings. 


After putting herself in the battle-ready state of mind that was usually reserved for when she was transformed, 
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she got on her knees and began searching the bottom of the boat for any loose articles that she may have 
missed during their initial sweep of the boat. 


Adrien plopped onto the floor next to her and leaned in. “What are you doing?” 


Normally, having her crush inches away from her face would have rendered Marinette an incoherent blushing 
mess, but she knew that she needed to focus. “I’m going to get us out of this situation if it’s the last thing I 
do.” 


“Duh! Why didn’t I realize it sooner? I’m with our everyday Ladybug!” He put his hand on her shoulder. 
“You'll figure this out! What's the plan?” 


Feeling her confidence soar, she tapped her chin and scrunched her mouth. “Hmmm...I’m not sure yet, but 
Pll let you know when I have one. If only I could find something that’s not attached to this boat.” 


“You totally sound like Ladybug right now.” The excitement in his voice was palpable. “All of her plans are 
kind of crazy, but they’re brilliant at the same time. Once, she got a pipe as a lucky charm, and she defeated 
the Akuma by tying it around m...uh...Chat’s ankle and making him say Cataclysm backwards.” 


“That sounds pretty cool!” Thinking back to the harrowing fight with Backwarder, Marinette ran her hand 
along the wooden planks under the seats. “I’m guessing you’re one of those people who likes to watch all the 
stuff Alya puts on the Ladyblog?” 


Adrien got back onto his bench. “Alya’s videos are great, don’t get me wrong, but they don’t tell Ladybug’s 
whole story." 


99 


“Her story?” Marinette stopped her search and sat up. “Oh, no. Please don’t tell me you’re going to all those 
Akuma battles and following her around. Because if you are, that’s super dangerous, and you could get really 
hurt. I already have one friend who does that, and I’m constantly afraid that something is going to happen to 
her,” 


“Td be lying if I said that I haven’t gotten caught in the middle of a few fights, but it’s okay because I trust 
her with my life. She’s never let me down.” Unsure of whether the dusting of pink on his cheeks was merely 
the result of the fiery sunset’s glow or due to unspoken feelings begging to be revealed, Marinette found 
herself enraptured by Adrien’s words. “Even when she has doubts, Ladybug manages to overcome them and 
do what she needs to do.” 


The adoration behind his sentiments was threatening to melt her on the spot, but at the same time, a nagging 
sense of familiarity tugged at a repressed thought that was buried deep inside her mind. “Wait, are you telling 
me that you know Ladybug? Like, personally?” 


“It’s hard to explain, but I can tell you that she’s beautiful, brave, and kind. Paris doesn’t deserve a hero like 
her.” He hung his head and dropped his voice to a whisper. “I don’t deserve her.” 


From what she could tell, he believed he was telling the truth, and deep inside, she knew he was telling the 
truth, as well. Marinette tried to dismiss the notion by using reason and logic, chalking it up to her elation in 
hearing Adrien gush over her alter-ego, but something deep within the recesses of her heart told her that there 
was more beneath the surface of his declaration. 


While she continued to reconcile the battle between her heart and her mind, Adrien’s forlorn expression 
mirrored that of one she’d seen countless times on her partner’s masked face. “You’re in love with 
Ladybug.” 


Adrien’s head snapped up and panic filled his eyes. “No! Yes! I mean, is it that obvious?” 


“Well, I have this friend who's in love with Ladybug, and the way you're talking about her right now...” Her 
voice trailed off as visions of another green-eyed blond continued to dance in her head. 


She was no longer in the boat. She was standing on a rooftop, a cold breeze caressing the loose tendrils that 
hung on the sides of her face. She was holding a red rose, the air around her filled with the subtle aroma of 
freshly extinguished candles. She was failing to calm the unrelenting heartbeat that thudded against her chest. 
She was trying her best to not fall in love with another boy. 


“Marinette?” Adrien waved his hand in front of her face, snapping her out of her trance. 


The low-hanging sun cast a radiant halo around his head as if nature itself were giving her the answer to the 
burning mystery swirling around her mind. 


“How did you fall in love with her?” Her voice became so soft that she barely heard her own question. 
“It just kind of happened, but she’s not interested in me. That’s okay, though. She's my friend, or at least I 


hope she meant that when she said it.” Marinette’s focus snapped to Adrien’s hands as he fiddled with the 
ring on his finger. 
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“Your friend?” 


“More like my best friend if we’re being honest. My favorite moments are when I'm with my lady, and I 
would give up everything just to spend time with her.” 


Adrien’s words reverberated in her ears. 

My lady. 

He’d just called Ladybug his lady. 

“Oh.” The fog dispersed, freeing the truth. “It is you.” 

“What about me?” Adrien visibly swallowed. “Why are you looking at me like that?” 

She could barely contain the smile that tugged at the corners of her mouth. “Come on, kitty, I think it’s time 
for us to get to shore and call our friends. Then you and I can have a long talk while we wait for the bus to 


come back.” 


Several emotions played out on Adrien’s face before he smirked and crossed his arms. “I’m guessing that 
means you came up with a plan, my lady.” 


“Something like that.” Marinette tapped Adrien’s nose with the tip of her finger. “You ready?” 


“Always.” 
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Alya began unbuckling her seatbelt before the bus came to a halt. When the bus driver opened the doors, she 
sprinted across the parking lot and into the park. She didn’t stop running until she reached the boat rental 
shack on the lakeshore. 


Not seeing any boats on the lake or people on the beach, Alya began to fear the worst. Running her fingers 
through her hair, she pulled out her phone, opened her contacts, and called Marinette. 


A faint ringing wafted through the breeze, and Alya set off to follow the sound. She dialed Marinette’s 
number again and listened until she found a heap of blankets on a lawn chair and her best friend fast asleep in 


Adrien’s arms. 


Not wanting to wake either of them up, Alya stifled a squeal and snapped a picture. 


She couldn’t wait for the ride home. 


Story By: CoffeeComicsGalore 


ALH TLE RAIN, 


Ladybug looked across the dark Parisian skyline, allowing the cool breeze to sweep over her. It was still fairly 
warm out, the heat of the summer day seeping into the night. The cool breeze felt welcomed against her 
exposed skin. 


Chat Noir sat beside her as they relaxed on their favorite beam on the Eiffel Tower. As usual, it was an easy 
night of patrolling. There was nothing besides a stray cat stuck in a tree and two young boys arguing over a 
pack of trading cards. They didn’t have to stress over an akuma or deal with police-solving issues. So, when 
they have nights like this — quiet, peaceful, and relaxing — it made their conversations quite comforting. 


While they couldn’t talk much about their civilian lives and risk revealing too much, they did enjoy giving 
each other a glimpse of themselves. It would only be little things, like favorite colors, snacks, or subjects. 
Things that were common enough that neither could guess easily, yet they still relished in those little tidbits of 
information. 


Trusting yourself in your partner without knowledge of who they were underneath the mask was a risk, but 
Ladybug would risk her life for him on any occasion. 


If he would let her, that is. 

“You know.” Chat started, continuing to look towards the skyline as he spoke. “You would really like my 
friends. We are so close. I don’t know what I would do without them.” He ended with a satisfied hum as his 
lips quirked into a small smile. 

Ladybug looked over to her partner and grinned. He looked so at peace tonight. It was a pleasant change to 
their last conversation where he seemed distressed and distracted. She missed it when her kitty didn’t ooze 


silliness out of his suit. 


“I know what you mean.” She looked back out to the skyline as he turned to look at her. “Do you remember 
that boy I had that major crush on?” 


“You mean the one that never gave you the time of day?” 
She scoffed and pushed his shoulder teasingly. “Chat!” 


He chuckled. “Alright, alright. Go ahead.” 
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Ladybug side-eyed him for a moment. When she felt like he wasn’t going to continue teasing, she proceeded. 
“Well, over the last two years, especially after me trying to get over said crush on him, we grew closer. I 
consider him to be one of my best friends. Like so close that he is a close tie to my best girlfriend. But I won’t 
tell her that. I enjoy my life too much to succumb to imminent death.” They both laughed. “But anyways, he 
said something today and it reminded me of you. I think you two could be close friends.” 


“Why? Does he have amazing puns like moi?” He joked, bringing his hand to his chest as he mentioned 
himself. 


“Actually, yeah. I didn’t even know he could joke like that. But you would appreciate his puns. Sometimes I 
think he could probably out-pun you.” 


“Out pun the pun master? Never.” 
“I know of one other person that could probably out pun you, chaton. But I can’t mention who.” 


“T guess I will have to battle your friend in a pun duel then. I need to keep this knight and shining leather 
fighting by your side, puns and all.” 


Ladybug shook her head. “I have enough room in my heart for all three of my pun masters. No dueling 
required. I promise.” 


They sat in a comfortable silence for a moment before Chat noticed that her face softened, but her eyes meant 
she was a distance away. 


“You okay, bugaboo?” He inquired, just enough softness in his voice to allow her to talk her feelings through, 
but also enough to show her he wouldn’t pry. 


She sighed, but decided to tell him. “Even though he’s my best friend, a part of me will always love him. Do 
you know how difficult it is to force yourself to move on considering he’s constantly in my life? Of all the 
people that have come into my life, no one has caught my eye or my heart like he has.” Ladybug turned to 
him. Chat could see the sadness in her face. “Actually. There has been one other person, but it’s just not 
possible. At least not right now.” 


Chat eyed her with a mix of fondness and sadness. Seeing her feel like this broke his heart, and he knew 
exactly how she felt. 


“I know what you mean.” He looked back towards the sky, the last two years crossing his mind. The 
relationships he had made and lost were pressing against his heart and he ached from the pain. “Letting go of 
the one you love, especially when they’ve made a significant impact in your life, is hard. But love has never 
been easy. No matter how much you try to move on, it still lingers.” 


Ladybug turned to Chat and took his hand, squeezing the love she had for him through her fingers. “I love 
you, Chat, more than you can begin to know. But you have to understand, you were never meant to be second 
best. You deserve someone who will love you with their whole heart.” She looked down and laughed bitterly. 
“And unless luck is truly on my side, maybe the boy I love is really you beneath the mask. Once Hawkmoth is 
defeated, I want to know who you are. You will always have a place in my life and my heart no matter how 
this chapter of our lives ends.” 


104 


They gazed into each other’s eyes as her words etched themselves into the spot in his heart reserved for her. 
Chat was the first to break the gaze, looking back out into the Parisian skyline as a comfortable silence 
mingled between them. When Chat finally swallowed the strangling pain in his throat, he confessed. 


“You know. [Il always love you, bugaboo. A part of me always had. It always will. I’ve tried to move on and 
date other people, but no one besides this one girl, my best friend, has ever caught my eye.” 

Ladybug looked at him and smiled even as a twinge of jealousy ran through her body. She shrugged it off and 
placed her head on his shoulder. Their fingers laced together as they enjoyed the small embrace. If she 
couldn’t love him in the way they both wished she could, she could at least love him like this. “That girl is 
lucky to have your heart.” 


They sat there in another comfortable silence before Chat scrunched his face and let out a breathy chuckle. 
“What’s so funny?” She asked, lifting her head up from his shoulder to look at him. 


“Well, it has something to do with that girl. You know, I don’t think anyone knows this, so I think I’m in the 
clear to say it.” Ladybug scrunched her nose, but then decided it would probably be fine. She gave him a nod 
to continue. “She became my first self-initiated friend when I started school. There was a huge 
misunderstanding. I almost lost her friendship before building one.” 


“That seems extreme. What happened?” 


“On my first day, she thought that I was trying to target her. She had always been bullied by one of my 
longtime friends, so she assumed I was the same way. Believe it or not, I’m socially awkward. I didn’t know 
any of the dos and donts of making friends.” 


Ladybug could see his face visibly soften. 


“It was raining and we were the only two standing outside as I was leaving to go home. I don’t know why, but 
something just compelled me to talk to her, to tell her that I didn’t have any friends, that everything was still 
so new to me. I almost left but then turned around. I told her I was sorry that I made her believe that I played a 
cruel prank on her. I told her that I only had one friend before that day and at the time, I didn’t want to lose 
that friendship either.” 


Chat continued to look out at the skyline, but Ladybug had caught on to something interesting about his story. 
It was one that was strangely similar to her own story. One that no one else would know of. 


“Once I apologized, I gave her the umbrella I had. I mean, my car was right there so it didn’t bother me to get 
a little wet. But I just didn’t want her to get soaked going home, and I didn’t know how long the rain was 
going to be around for. I didn’t know where she lived, and I didn’t realize that she lived so close to the school, 
but I couldn’t just let her get soaked.” 


He let out a lovesick sigh and let out a chuckle before looking down at his claw to examine his ring. 
“Honestly, I think that was the first moment that I started to fall for her. I just didn’t realize it because I was so 
infatuated with you.” 


Ladybug looked to him with such softness. Tears were welling up in her eyes and a blush donned her cheeks. 
Chat looked up at her and started to worry, afraid that he said something he shouldn’t. 
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“That moment is a moment too beautiful to forget.” She said, wiping the tears that started to fall in front of her 
mask. “She is lucky to have such a caring person in her life, chaton.” 


Chat finally smiled. “Yeah, she’s so caring that I’m afraid to lose her. She’s shy around me sometimes. I’m 
afraid that she’ll reject me if I ask her out.” 


“I think you should ask anyways. I bet she’Il say yes.” 

He thought for a moment before asking her. ““What about you?” 

“I guess since you told me about your bestie, I should tell you about mine.” She snickered. “Every time I tried 
to confess to him, something went wrong. Like this scarf I made him, or the valentine I tried to send him, or 
the doctor’s note I gave him instead of a love confession, the video love confession that got deleted. Oh, and 
the beret... it just never worked out before.” She shrugged. 

Guess it doesn’t matter now because she could finally confess without having to do it first. 

“You see. I fell in love with this boy who I thought was a bully. I thought he put gum on my chair and was a 
prissy rich kid because he was best friends with the girl who hated my guts. But then he apologized and 
handed me his umbrella in the rain. That simple act of kindness and his laughter after I accidentally pressed 
the close button on the handle filled my soul with so much love, that I couldn’t let it go.” 


Ladybug turned to Chat to see that he was wide-eyed and jaw slacked. 


“No wonder why I couldn’t let it go.” She smiled with so much love in her eyes that she could not contain the 
giggle that bubbled up within her. “I guess I was lucky after all.” 


“Marinette?” He said so quietly, afraid that the conversation would crack and leave them in a different world. 
“Hi, Adrien.” She replied back softly. 


Chat cupped her cheek with his claw and rubbed his thumb against the line between her mask and her skin. 
“It’s really you. I fell in love with you twice.” 


“And I never stopped loving you. My love only grew.” 
He leaned in and nuzzled his nose against hers. She sighed at the contact, her eyes pleading. He leaned in and 
kissed her lips, slow and soft but full of love and want. When they pulled back, they looked at each other as 


rain started to fall around them, a clap of thunder bringing them back to that very first moment that sealed 
their fate. 


“My lady. I love you.” BEEN 


“I love you too, my chaton.” 
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‘it isn ’t abusing your power. You can’t always excuse every-excursion as “for yourself,’ but everyone needs - 

- their mental health days once in a awhile. Including you. And Pm ESOUY. for making yous feel Hke ou couldn’ E 
relax as Tadybug. APT, = 8 . ee 
«Tikki, it’s Okay: Tget time to relat as Marinette most a fic time: You don? t make me feel like that. Sure; 

. sometimes I feel pees to be perfect, DUE it’s not all the time?” K a et ee 


She e gets up and: opens. up: the iapdoor i io her balcony. “Tikki, spots on!” Sas ee a é i 5 
She still feels a rush of energy flow: into us when she transforms. It still feels invigorating, even after this ~ 
past: ee, or so. vray ; 
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"Paris isn’t the most: beautiful city in nthe vores a lot of people LEDS so, but it ish t ‘But ie lights at night are 


su pretty, sometimes, when she can ae them. - à AE Fh Fie Ž 


“They all blur a as i flies across the city, moniy from exhaustion. Her only ASER are where the — 
HS yo will go next so she doesn’ t fall. A ae : 53 


~% - > ` 


2 . 


KOS a SEE ee FLER 


- But she still’ ict fatigued mm wandering SK no ae decanters in mind. She settles ona 1 random rooftop nig hi 
~ to.catch her breath and maybe cal Chat to see if he wants to spatial sa dase cee | ia AY arn hes 
-Afir she stops panne she Finally hits the call button K tings a and: anes, but i in the end ske: Just gets oa 3 f | ‘i 
voicemail. -< erties E tape bee oe og Ree. 4S pia aoe ie 3 . Pe er aoe aegis 
“Can't talk right meow, , leave a message at the beep!” PT Pas È = ik Bc as Og ETNE RY oe, Zs os as 
7 “She e sighs slides her yo-yo Rita and: ‘starts to. pacé. se ene z erat es, Ee ra et i he ; 
"Her introspection i is Interupted by the sound of footsteps on: the roof, : ee eh Pee poe £ Si z et 
“Hey, milady: z She turns goin to see Chat, ere lckod with hig anny in hand. “T was ena on my way « over : che 
-; when you called. T was USIRE, te location tracker, which i is why" I ‘didn’ t pk LS What do yon need?” sg RE 
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A. think Y m ready to talk about it now.” Sant Ay cos te 


. Bye 
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: 4 did itt? Shel leans against A 2 
E op haver no nido what you re talking DER but I m pee fine with. it.” i - i aA 3 iy k 
“rhe wet in Silence bra bit $ Så 3 heres a z 3 l A ae or : $e : Rey : 
CH i va is wt abo te it. Not right now.’ ee » 2 
De SSR ns okay SB så ? a ee fe : = ; i = én i Ai 
“She a “Okay, It okay row Hist its okay eller r; | e : 
fe ad a3 iore ce 
a iz ; - ag š å . > : aN < g g à 
“Aboùt what? He sits ie on the roof, patting the floor next to him. She takes the. invitation. : 
iz ; A AS that a a SEE ago where I said that I- a t ar see ke she a3 Ee 
fabler pressing on. “You were akumatized. Bunnyx pulled me into hie Burrow sol could deakumatize him. The : 
wes Ladybug there was dead.’ 2 BE | A i: ÅRER EG Eg; a A Za 
4 a “How?” he 6 whispers, barely audible to her. her iy $ 3 37 SAS ix < | : 5 : i a E i s 7 DE a 
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Ey 3 finding out. The akuma told me that the love between us destroyed the world.” She takes a‘deep breath to“ 
| steady herself. He gently’ pees her shoulder, a DE Rå of; support and a bit of a a for more. It doesn’ t feel 
like ee AONE 3 s 


a, = ~~ 
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; tty was the aut have ; a cea on? : She lets out an airy alf:chuekde, kite iS ised my superpowers 16 3" 


deliver a gift to him for his.name day: I signed the gift as my civilian self,-but I-was a little slow; and SY he 
saw me, and: hes it Dei that thè person, ma had eee the giti was ASE | 
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Chat stiffens next to > her. 2 

She continues. “I just.. ‘don't t age why he would share it to where it would get to’ you. LE doskit' t seem ie a 
the type of person who would do that.” - eee ee oe ros ce DER SE 

i gy, „think I know who it i: is, ahd he wouldn’ t have needed to share it.’ ” His words seem carefully chosen to not s Š 

; give | too much away. . ; . RRS ETE Bor ae tal ETS 


ee The choice of of phrasing 1 is shocking, He wold a have needed to share i i.” 


“Does that mean that you i think you åre him?” She doest? t want Adrien and: Chat to be the same e person, That- 
"would ruin all the careful. epanAHOD between Marinette and Ladybug... 
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vin, sq don’ t: tala It has spinne to'do ras q shared my identity with ‘he wrong person, „ind that led to you eke 


chars eg mean, it ‘sounds really similar to something that happened to me. But i [think x we > would both be better off it 
g ` We didn’t confirm it.” SEERE ERR a mY ie De msi DDR to Sat te 
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| . “We fell in ie you KOR Some r here dist the the: And the BE E that landet a ‘that tives And“ 
now I just...don’t know what to do with all the, STON en Ihave. That nde S SO much: pews g Ban that 
DE sin charge, of just as mich power, n't : 

£ ; SER you don't “know ators you can nto with it. But I’ IL Be eke. And JE i be here to een you. P ‘m4 not going - 

` -anywhere. ‘And you said that: was an alternate timeline - so’ much has changed that I don’t even think that 


; . these events’can ever happen. ‘And. if L touni out your ee LD I would. tell; tee mine. Without a doubt.” ee i 
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| She trusts hint above aL. else. She knows that she can ey on: him: more iban anyone else; 


eg don” t know. au what Si ea Chat. I can t guarantee that history won’t Panes itself - or r that I won’ tz 
make a similar mistake. But I can guarane that PI always be here to opui the akumas and cast my EU = 
Charm.” yo cet FRE Nia Mi ele Pie tie es Teen ae 
z “and Vl always be here for whatever you need, milady.” 


- He leans against her first. ee Ob Behe Pe ae Dee. Stas Sey gr: 


~ Emotionally drained, she leans back against him. : 
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"They just relax together. There's no need for any more words. They have each other, and that’s all they need. | 
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Comic By: KTY 


I THOUGH WE 
COULD TRY 
TOGETHER THIS § 


PLEASE 
BUGABOO! 
JUST ONE 
PICTURE! PURRETTY 
Sd PLEASE? 
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SO, 
DO YOU 
HAVE ANY 


PLAN 
TOMORROW 
NIGHT 


jus! 
exp ens" 
citizen qe 


sorry, but did 


on ; 
that Chat Noir is KR ADRIEN??!! 
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MARINETTE DUPAIN-CHENG 


I'm proud that two of my best 

friends are Ladybug and Chat 

Noir. I just have some...words 
riel Agreste. 
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NINO LAHIFFE 


Hey, Nino, want some help 
talking to Mr. Agreste? 
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KAGAMI TSURUGI 


Dupain-Cheng is pog? No. 


That's ridiculous. Utte 
ridiculous. 
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CHLOE BOURGEOIS 
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THE GORILLA 


12 M DE VANILY 


AH. 


like | need to steal another 


E REVIEWS ARE IN! 


This is a very good zine, but I’m 
beginning to think that 
Marinette might be more than 
just a friend... 
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ADRIEN AGRESTE 


Marinette is Ladybug and Adrien 
is Chat Noir. How did I not see 
this? I'm a reporter for goodness 
sakes. Nino, did you see...oh my, 
Nino, wh do ou have a 

en bat? Nino, no! 
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ALYA CESAIRE 


"happy guitar sounds” 
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LUKA COUFFAINE 


My son is Chat Noir... this might 
actually work better than | 
thought. Note to self: begin 
Operation White Cat. 
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GABRIEL AGRESTE 


I don't get paid enough for this. 


IYIN 


NATHALIE SANCOEUR 


Just when I thought Adrien 
couldn’t get any cooler, he goes 
and becomes a superhero! 
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